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A VOICE FROM THE SEA. 



CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

RICHARD HILLIARD, shipowner, sat at 
dinner in his richly-furnished dining-room. 
He was alone, for it was one of his fancies always 
to dismiss the servants when his son was away. 
He said it irritated him to be perpetually watched, 
and Richard Hilliard was a nervous man. 

By his side was a small square table covered 
with papers, bills of lading, letters from under- 
writers and shipping agents, communications from 
home and foreign ports, all arranged according to 
their order with methodical precision. Between 
these and the dinner his attention was divided. 
It was a curious custom of his, this bringing busi- 
ness to the dinner-table, and one over which he 
and his son had had many a battle. But Christian 
Hilliard was dining out, and his father felt his 
absence a relief, for there were letters beside him 
which demanded immediate thought and action, 

I 
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but which he would not have had Christian see 
for half his fortune. 

Two letters, one from Captain Thorpe, of the 
ship Eglantine^ the other bearing no signature, 
but apparently written by, or at the instigation of, 
a seaman of the same vessel, spelling and com- 
position alike defective. Over these two Richard 
Hilliard pondered long, with knitted brows. 

Captain Thorpe's ran thus : — " There is a 
rumour among the men — how, or by whom spread, 
I do not know — that the Eglantine is not fit to 
send to sea. I have done my best to reassure 
them, but they evidently distrust me. If you 
would send me Grant's letter to read to them, 
it would have more effect than anything I could 
say." 

A simple request, apparently, but one which it 
was impossible to comply with. 

Ringing the bell, impatiently, Richard Hilliard 
ordered the dinner to be removed, and with the 
secrecy habitual to him, thrust the letters into his 
pocket till he was again alone. Then he spread 
them on the table before him, bending over them 
with anxious thought. The second letter seemed 
to give him the most annoyance, though his lip 
curled contemptuously as he read : " Sir, — One 
of your ships, called the Eglantine^ is just going 
out to sea with rotten timbers and a heavy cargo ; 
so heavy, that there is only a few inches of side 
above the water. The men know that the timber 
is rotten, and they know that the ship isn't safe ; 
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and they won't go to sea unless the cargo is litened, 
and the rotten timbers done up. If you don't 
do it they will leave the ship, or lay complaints 
before the magistrates." 

It was at the threat more than the spelling 
that the shipowner's lip curled. He knew the 
men were powerless, and he could afford a little 
contempt And yet he did not like the letter. 
Whoever wrote it might giwQ trouble unless some 
means were found to stop his tongue, and Richard 
Hilliard was not one to stick at trifles. 

" Leave the ship ! " he repeated, with a quiet 
smile ; " easier said than done, my fine fellow ; 
you had better try it. The ship is going to sea, 
and you are going with her, so you might as well 
make up your mind to accept the inevitable. 
However, I'll just find out who you are, and 
perhaps I shall have a word to say to you." 

Laying the letter on one side, he took up Captain 
Thorpe's. " Confound the fellow!" he exclaimed, 
with irritation ; " he has been listening to their 
complaints and arguing with them, instead of 
ordering them to hold their tongues and be 
off to their work. That is the only way of 
managing such fellows. Send him Grant's letter, 
indeed ! " 

Gathering up the papers, he walked slowly out 
of the dining-room into his own private room 
across the passage, and opening his desk, brought 
from a secret drawer the letter in question. It 
contained the result of a close examination of the 
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Eglantine made by the man Grant, and as yet no 
eyes but those of the writer and the shipowner 
had rested upon it. Toward the end stood this 
sentence : " In her present state, the Eglantine 
is certainly not fit for sea. Indeed, I doubt if any 
repairs will make her seaworthy." No- wonder 
Richard Hilliard repeated Captain Thorpe's words 
sarcastically, " Send me Grant's letter." 

" Have more effect on them ! " he muttered, 
" you are nearer the truth than you think. Captain 
Thorpe. However, I'll soon settle you." 

Taking up his pen, he began to write : " I am 
sorry there is this feeling among the men, sorry 
and surprised. If the Eglantine is not seaworthy, 
what is the meaning of the late repairs } As you 
know, I have been at great expense to have her 
thoroughly seen to, and the repairs have been 
extensive. She is now in a fit state to go to sea. 
Grant's letter contained a list of repairs necessary, 
all of which have been attended to. You had 
better tell the men this. Do not argue with them ; 
merely repeat my words in a decisive tone — man- 
ner goes a long way with such men — and order 
them off to their work. I am not going to have 
my plans altered, and business interfered with, to 
please the timid scruples of a womanish crew. 
Tell them they are a set of cowards, and shame 
them into silence." Then followed a few direc- 
tions as to cargo and time of sailing, and the 
letter was sealed and sent 

It was a cold, dark night, and Christian Hilliard 
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shivered as he hurried along the almost deserted 
streets. 

"Cold enough for November," he muttered, 
drawing his collar high over his ears ; " I verily 
believe the seasons are changing. Father Christ- 
mas of the olden times would not recognise his 
degenerate sons of the present day, and as for 
summer ! " A significant shrug finished the 
sentence. Turning a comer sharply, he almost 
came in contact with a man in an ordinary 
seaman's dress. 

" I beg pardon, sir — Mr. Christian Hilliard, I 
think i " 

"At your service, my friend," was the ready 
reply. Christian Hilliard had ever a pleasant 
word for rich and poor. 

** Can I speak with you a minute, sir ? " 

" Won't to-morrow do } " asked Christian, as a 
keen wind came cutting up from the sea. 

" No, sir ; to-morrow won't do as well as 
to-night," was the decisive answer. "I won't 
keep you long out in this cold, but I must speak 
to you." 

" Speak on, then," replied Christian, good- 
humouredly, resigning himself to his fate. 

" Sir, you don't know much about shipping, I 
hear ; you've been in foreign parts, and have had 
nothing to do with your father's business." 

" Not much ; but, my good fellow, what has 
that to do with you } " 

** It has a great deal to do with me, and with 
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many others too, sir." He paused ; and Christian 
Hilliard tried in vain in the darkness to catch a 
view of his face. 

Detecting his design, the man drew further into 
the shadow of the houses. 

" It does not matter who I am ; you would not 
know me if you saw me. Sir, I hear that you 
have a kind heart." 

Christian laughed lightly. " I am glad some- 
body has the charity to give me a good word." 

" Don't laugh, sir," said the man, and there 
was a sad earnestness in his tone. " It is no 
laughing matter that I have to speak to you about 
to-night. Maybe if you had been at home these 
last few years looking after things I should not 
have had to say anything. You would have found 
out for yourself." 

" Found out what } " 

"What I am going to tell you, Mr. Hilliard. 
Perhaps you know the ship Eglantine ? " 

" Eglantine ? Let me see ; an ugly, clumsy- 
looking affair, with a figure-head hideous enough 
for his Satanic Majesty's sister. I know her." 

" For some months she has been laid up for 
repairs. On her last voyage she met with various 
accidents which rendered her unfit for sea, and 
Mr. Hilliard has been spending a lot of money in 
getting her repaired. Now she is ready to start 
on another voyage, but her timbers are rotten and 
her cargo far too heavy." 

" Her timbers rotten ! Nonsense ! " echoed 
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Christian.; "if she has just been repaired the 
rotten timbers have been removed, of course." 

"Nothing of the sort, sir. I don't say that 
Mr. Hilliard knows she is rotten, but he will know 
to-night. Perhaps he knows alre§idy. A letter 
has been sent to tell him." 

" Then why do you speak to me ? My father 
is the proper one to appeal to ; I know nothing 
of these things." 

" Why do I speak to you } I will tell you. Two 
years ago, the Island Flower sailed out of this 
port with just such another cargo as the Eglantine's. 
There was a rumour that she was not seaworthy, 
and complaints were made by the crew to Mr. 
Hilliard. He sent a surveyor over the vessel, 
who said she was perfectly safe, and she went to 
sea, and was lost with all hands." 

" That proves nothing. Lots of ships are lost 
every year ; better ones than the Island Flower 
or the Eglantine!' 

"That is not all, sir. Last year the Pearly 
Spray was sent to sea with such a heavy cargo, 
that there were only a few inches of the side above 
water — ^below the main deck I mean, of course. 
The captain told Mr. Hilliard that it wasn't safe, 
and the next morning he was dismissed. Captain 
Bakewell went instead." 

" Well, what became of the ship } " 

" She was lost, but the men escaped with their 
lives." 

" My good fellow, youVe been reading and 
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hearing about these unfortunate vessels till you've 
got nervous. You may depend upon it my father 
looks well after his vessels. Why, just consider 
what his loss is when a ship founders or meets 
with accidents." 

" Not much of a loss when it's well insured." 

" Vessels are never insured to their full value, 
nor anything like it, as a rule. What do you 
want me to do ? " 

"What do I want you to do?" echoed the man, 
in a tone of suppressed anger ; " will you let this 
vessel go to sea in her present state } Will you 
send brave men to risk a certain danger ? I tell 
you, Christian Hilliard, the Eglantine is no more 
fit for sea than yon rotten hulk on the shore." 

Christian's anger began to rise. 

" Do you mean to accuse my father of sending 
ships to sea in an unseaworthy state ? You had 
better mind what you are about, my fine fellow ! " 

" I accuse Mr. Hilliard of nothing ; I only tell 
you a plain fact. The Eglantine is unsafe, and 
the men know it. They have spoken to the cap- 
tain, but either he is ignorant, or playing into 
Mr. Hilliard's hands. He declares the ship is all 
right, but we — ^but the men know better." 

** But we** repeated Christian. " Then you are 
one of the crew ? " 

" Yes, I am. Are you going home to-night? " 

** Not I ; much too far." 

"Then will you make inquiries about the 
Eglantine to-morrow ? Mr. Grant surveyed it. 
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and he knows his business. Will you ask your 
father for his letter — I know he wrote one — and 
j^dge by what he says ? " 

" ril see Grant's letter certainly, and if it will 
be any comfort to you to see it too, or hear its 
contents, you shall. There, will that satisfy 
you ? " 

" It will satisfy you, sir, I think," replied the 
man, significantly. " Mr. Hilliard, I believe you 
are a good man, and I put the lives of the crew 
of the Eglantine into your hands. On you now 
rests the responsibility. Are you willing to take 
it ? " 

" Where have you men got this idea ? " asked 
Christian, evading the question. " This idea of 
the Eglantine's unseaworthiness, I mean ? " 

** I scarcely know who first started it, but it has 
been floating about some time. We did not believe 
the repairs were extensive enough, but waited to 
see what sort of a cargo would be shipped. If a 
light one, we should have risked the voyage without 
a word. Sailors are, as a rule, unwilling to speak 
against their ships, and the Eglantine has been a 
good one in her day. But just go down to the docks 
to-morrow morning, and look at her yourself. Talk 
about coffin ships, I think you'll see one then, sir." 

" Have you been drinking a drop too much i " 
asked Christian, half amused, half annoyed. 

The man fired up at the question. " No, sir ; 
not one drop has touched my lips to-day," he 
answered, indignantly. " Is a poor man never 
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to speak a word in defence of his life, and oi 
his mates* lives, but he's to have the charge of 
drunkenness flung at him ? " 

" Well, it was too bad, certainly," confessed 
Christian, .good-naturedly. "Til see about the 
Eglantine^ my man, and if she is unfit for sea, 
she shall not go. My father will be here early 
to-morrow, and Til talk to him about it." 

" You'll have to do more than talk about it, I'm 
thinking," said the man, grimly. "Your father 
isn't one to be easily talked over." 

" Never you mind ; if the Eglantine is not fit 
for sea, she won't go," replied Christian, sharply, 
" You'll trust my father's word, I suppose ? " 

There was no reply. 

" Well," said Christian, irritated at the silence, 
" you will trust Grant's word ? " 

" Yes, sir, certainly. No one knows better than 
Mr. Grant when a ship is sound and safe. If he 
says the Eglantine is sound, me and my males 
will go with her willingly." 

" That's a comfort," said Christian sarcastically. 
" I'll come down to the docks to-morrow, and set 
your mind at rest. Good-night." 

The man touched his hat respectfully, and 
turned down one of the narrow streets leading to 
the sea, and Christian Hilliard hurried on towards 
his snug bachelor lodging. His father's house was 
six or seven miles out of town, and he kept these 
rooms for his own convenience. 

** No use sending the poor beggars to sea in 
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that miserable state of mind," he said to himself. 
" ril get this Grant's letter from the pater, and 
read it to them. It's bad enough to go to sea at 
all, to be off the land for months, without having 
the fear of rotten planks between them and the 
salt water. Overladen, too ! there may be some 
truth in that I fancy a great many vessels are 
overladen now-a-days. Well, I will see about it 
to-morrow, and if it is a case of overloading, out 
the cargo shall come, or my name isn't Christian 
Hilliard." 

Report for once did not err when . it called 
Christian Hilliard a good man. Character must 
tell, and make its own mark on the world, and 
his pure life and innate nobility had not passed 
unheeded. Where the father's name was men- 
tioned with at best a doubtful shrug, the son's 
was spoken with respect and often affection, and 
not a man in Mr. Milliard's employ but would 
have rejoiced if Christian had taken upon himself 
the oversight of his father's affairs. But he dis- 
liked shipping, and had a hatred of ropes and tar. 
There was but one in the world whom Richard 
Hilliard loved as he loved his gold, and that was 
his only son. So he gave way to the boy's 
fancies, and sent him abroad with a liberal allow- 
ance to see the world, hoping that when the wild 
oats were sown, he would return and settle down. 
Very few, however, were the wild oats sown by 
Christian. He had passed unscathed through the 
dissipated capitals of the Continent, viewed with 
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dreamy indifference the pastimes of a pleasure- 
loving world, and returned to his old home with 
no taint of evil clinging to the purity of his name 
and nature. Passionate to an extreme, generous 
to a fault, he not only won, but kept, the love of 
all with whom he had to do, and the friendly, 
genial manner gathered round him friends on 
every side. 

It was not without much thought and considera- 
tion that the crew of the Eglantine had resolved 
to place their interest, even their lives, in his 
hands, and they waited the result with confidence. 
Christian Hilliard had never yet been known to 
break his word, and his influence with his father 
was great. If any one could prevent the Eglantine 
from going to sea in her present state it was he ; 
and they trusted to him to do it. 



CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

IT was a cold, dreary morning, with a drizzling 
rain falling fast and thick on land and sea. A 
group of sailors stood at the corner of one of the 
narrow streets leading up from the docks to the 
town — men of the ordinary sailor type, rough and 
easy and good-humoured. But thegood-humoured 
element was not so conspicuous as usual ; most of 
them looked excited, some angry. 

A handsome carriage, drawn by a couple of bays, 
came down the street, and they stood aside as it 
passed, its wheels 'splashing mud and water over 
them. 

" There he goes ! " said one of the men ; " look 
at him sitting in his grand carriage, dashing the 
dirt over us ! A great deal he cares about rotten 
timber, so long as he gets his money. I should 
like to send you out in the Eglantine^ Richard 
Hilliard ! I wonder how you'd feel ? " 

"Send him out with Old Nick for his captain," 
said another, with an oath. " Look you here, Ned 
Cairns, I haven't got much faith in your young 
Hilliard — like father, like son." 
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" Nothing of the sort Mr. Christian Hilliard 
is a good man, and one who keeps his word. Til 
trust him, if you won't," replied Cairns ; " I knew 
him when he was a boy, and a better-hearted 
youngster never breathed." 

The occupant of the carriage, ignorant of the 
remarks, though not unobservant of the unfriendly 
glances of the men, alighted at his office door. 
Captain Thorpe stood inside the doorway chaffing 
the clerks. As Mr. Hilliard came in he stood on 
one side, and exchanging the ordinary greeting, 
followed him into his private room. 

" I am glad you have been able to come, Mr 
Hilliard," he said, as that gentleman motioned 
him to a seat ; " writing isn't a satisfactory way of 
settling business, especially of this sort." 

" What sort .?" demanded Mr. Hilliard, sharply. 

" About the Eglantine^** replied Captain Thorpe, 
opening his eyes at the shipowner's tone ; " the 
men are in open rebellion. Have you got Grant's 
letter handy ? " 

" Did you receive my letter this morning } " 

" Yes." 

" I think I told you in it that Grant's letter 
merely contained a list of necessary repairs." 

Captain Thorpe shook his head. 

" I told the men so, sir, but they won't take my 
unsupported word. Perhaps if j/ou were to speak 
to them " 

It was only a suggestion thrown out as a feeler, 
but Mr. Hilliard ignored it 
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"The men are a set of fools !" he said angrily; 
" don't give way to them." 

" They are not all fools. Cairns is a sensible 
man, and a trustworthy seaman." 

" If they are not fools, they are probably worse. 
You must make them go ; the ship is ready to 
sail, and sail she shall." 

Captain Thorpe's anger rose. 

" I cannot force them to go, Mr. Hilliard." 

" Indeed !" was the significant reply. 

" I suppose such things have been done," went 
on the captain ; " but I for one should not care 
to put out to sea with a forced crew. If they 
come willingly, well and good ; if not, get another 
crew." 

*' Where ?" asked Mr. Hilliard, sarcastically. 

" Ah, that's the difficulty ; sailors fight shy 01 
a ship with a bad name." 

" I should like to know who gave the Eglantine 
a bad name." 

" Well, Mr. Hilliard, she is very old, and some 
of the men who were with her on her last voyage 
remember in what a dilapidated condition she 
was, and how rotten some of the timbers 
were." 

" What has that got to do with her now ? 
hasn't she been well repaired } " 

Captain Thorpe made no reply, and at that 
moment the door opened, and Christian Hilliard 
came in. Young and handsome, with the un- 
mistakable impress of ,his upright, honourable 
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nature on his face, he formed a striking contrast 
to his father and the weather-beaten captain. 

" You are engaged, sir ? " he said, glancing at 
his father's preoccupied face. 

"No, I am not," was the quick reply. "Captain 
Thorpe, will you kindly obey my instructions to 
the letter ? I have nothing more to say about it." 
" I will come and tell you the result," said 
the captain, rising reluctantly. "I am afraid it 
will be different from what you expect, sir." 

" Do your part, and if that is not sufficient, I 
will do mine," said the shipowner, coldly. 
« Well, Christian." 

"That's Captain Thorpe, isn't it?" said his 
son, gazing out of the window after the departing 
captain. " Has he been about that row ?" 

" What row } " asked Mr. Hilliard, wondering 
what he knew about it. 

" Among the crew of the Eglantine. They say 
the ship isn't seaworthy." 

^^They say a great many things for which 
there is no foundation. As a rule they say is a 
liar." 

Christian laughed. " Right you are, sir ; and 
yet it is a power in the land. Did Thorpe tell 
you what gave rise to this report ? " 

" He knows about as much as you do, I suppose. 
There is a report, and the men are making the 
most of it. What have you heard ? " 

In reply, he gave his father an account of his 
interview on the previous night, — ^gave it in a 
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half-laughing, half-serious way, which was little 
guide to his real feeling. 

Mr. Hilliard listened in silence. A slight frown 
crossed his face as his son spoke of his promise to 
show Grant's letter to the men, and Christian's 
quick eye caught it. 

"You will have no objection, sir, will you?" he 
asked, pausing in some surprise. 

" Certainly ! I should not think of showing it 
to them. Things have come to a pretty pass if 
I am always to show written proof of the truth of 
my word. You should not have promised." 

Christian whistled : it was a habit of his when 
he was perplexed or annoyed. 

" That's awkward," he said at last, seating him- 
self on the table. " Where is the letter ? " 

" At home," said Mr. Hilliard, off his guard. 
The next moment he would have given much to 
recall the words. 

" Look here, sir ; it won't compromise your 
dignity in the least if I take the letter and just 
read it to the men. Hilliard son and Hilliard 
father are two distinct individuals — and a precious 
good thing that they are," he added with a smile. 
" Hilliard son does not do much to carry on the 
honour of the house ! But, seriously, sir, you 
cannot possibly object to mty reading it to them 
on my own responsibility ; your name shall not 
be brought into the affair at all." 

" I do object most strongly. Christian ; the 
letter is in my possession, and the fact of your 

2 
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reading it to them proves that I must have given 
it to you ; therefore, I am bound to be brought 
in. 

" Well, sir, there is but one way out of the diffi- 
culty that I can see," said Christian, suddenly, after 
a short silence ; " I must read the letter myself, 
and then repeat the contents to the men. I think 
they will take my word for its correctness." 

" Why should they take your word when they 
refuse to take Thorpe's ? " 

'* Because, as I learned in the days of old, fami- 
liarity breeds contempt," was the good-humoured 
rejoinder. " They know Thorpe ; they don't know 
me personally, — at least not much. It's the way 
of the world. I promised to see the men to-day. 
What time are you going home } " 

" I cannot stay long ; my leg is painful to-day. 
I shall return before noon." 

" That will suit me well. Til come with you, 
see the letter, and ride back in the evening." 

" You can come with me if you like, but as to 
seeing the letter, that's another thing." 

The last words Christian did not hear : catching 
sight of a friend passing he dashed out in pursuit, 
heedless of the fast-falling rain, and in his haste 
nearly tumbled over Captain Thorpe. 

"Hullo!" he cried, stopping short ; "I'm coming 
to pay you a visit this evening, Captain Thorpe. 
I'm going to speechify to your men." 

" What about, Mr. Christian > " 

" I shall take the Eglantine for a text, and 
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discourse about rigging and spars, and planks and 
masts," was the laughing reply. " I'm going to 
hunt up a nautical dictionary, and make sure of 
my sea terms." 

" Pity the father isn't more like the son ! " 
thought the Captain, as he walked on. "That 
young fellow has some splendid stuff in him, I 
can see. I wonder what he has to say to the 
men } Mr. Hilliard will give him Grant's letter 
to read to them, I suppose." 

The rain was still falling fast when Christian 
returned to the office. The carriage was waiting 
at the door, but Mr. Hilliard was engaged. Two 
or three sailors were lounging near, watching the 
action of the bays, and commenting on the livery 
of the servants. 

" I say, mate, what'll you take for your petti- 
coats } " said one, touching the footman's long 
coat with his stick. " Uncommon comfortable 
thing in a nor'-wester." 

The man, who was a Londoner, vouchsafed no 
reply, but moved nearer the carriage door with a 
look of supreme contempt 

" Did you ever hear of a port called Hanwell ?" 
went on Cairns, winking at his companions. 
" They'd be very glad to have you there, mate. 
It's where the poor chaps go who are a button 
short ; and as you have a few to spare, lor* 
they'd welcome you with open arms." 

A roar of laughter followed this speech, and 
the footman turned red with anger ; the mor^ so 
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because his young master stood in the shelter 
of the office doorway, evidently enjoying the 
chafT. 

The next moment Cairns, too, caught sight of 
him, and touched his cap. " Beg your pardon : 
didn't know you were there, sir." 

" All right," said Christian, stepping into the 
outer office, which was empty, the clerks having 
gone to their dinner ; " just step this way a 
' moment, I want to speak to you." 

Cairns followed him, looking somewhat em- 
barrassed. 

" You are the man who spoke to me last night. 
How is it you are not on board ? " 

" Nothing to do, sir. The Eglantine is ready 
for sea, and unless something is done, she will sail 
in a day or two." 

" Why have you not spoken before } Why 
have you left it to the last minute in this way ? " 

" We didn't leave it, Mr. Christian. As soon 
as we knew the repairs hadn't gone far enough, we 
spoke to Captain Thorpe, and he promised to see 
Mr. Hilliard, and have it attended to at once. 
He's been keeping us on and off these last few 
weeks, just playing with us, and at last we got 
desperate, and took the affair into our own hands. 
I've been waiting about for you all the morning." 

" Well, I have nothing to say to you now. I 
am coming down to the docks this evening, and 
will put things to rights then. I thought you'd 
be on the look-out all day." 
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One of the inner doors opened, and Mr. Hilliard 
came out. He glanced at Cairns, and paused as 
if he would have spoken, but changed his mind 
and passed on. 

" I'm going to have a talk over it with my father, 
and see Grant's letter," said Christian. " I shall 
ride down to the docks this evening, so look out 
for me, and don't run off to the * Three Sails.' " 

He spoke the last words in jest, and Cairns 
laughed. 

" No fear, sir ; we are too anxious for that." 

Mr. Hilliard was twice as long as usual over the 
dinner- table that evening. Christian yawned, and 
stretched his long limbs, and gave various other 
signs of weariness, but still his father deliberately 
sipped his old port, and took no notice. At last 
he pushed back his chair, and Christian sprang to 
his feet. 

"Now for this Eglantine zffsATy* he said, open- 
ing the door. " Come along, sir, into your sanctum 
sanctorum." 

" I've told you all there is to tell about the 
Eglantine^* replied his father, coolly taking up the 
evening paper. 

" Yes, but Grant's letter, you know ; I want to 
see it. It is here, somewhere, I suppose ; can I 
get it } " 

There was no help for it ; the moment liad 
come either for an evasion of the question, or for 
a direct refusal to show the letter. Mr. Hilliard 
chose the latter. 
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** It is strange, Christian, that you cannot 
understand my objection to have that letter read 
or repeated to those men. I tell you again it 
contains a list of repairs necessary to make the 
Eglantine seaworthy ; let that be sufficient." 

" But I have given my word," said Christian, a 
shade of annoyance crossing his handsome face. 
" What on earth can I say to the men ? They 
are expecting me to give them proof as to the 
ship's seaworthiness, and I must do it." 

Mr. Hilliard made no reply. 

" Surely you cannot object to give me the letter 
to read, if I merely repeat the contents to them." 

" I utterly refuse to have anything at all to do 
with it. If you choose to encourage the men in 
their rebellion, do so ; I shall be no party in the 
matter." 

" It is not rebellion, sir ; they think the ship 
is rotten, and surely they have a right to demand 
proof that she is not so. I am sorry if I have 
acted contrary to your judgment, but it is too late 
to speak of that now. As I have given them my 
word, they are depending upon me, and I feel 
bound in honour to satisfy them." 

Mr. Hilliard continued reading the paper. 

** It is very annoying," continued Christian, 
with irritation. " If I had had the slightest idea 
that you would object, I would not have promised." 

" You know nothing of the business, and should 
not have interfered." 

The word "interfered" jarred on Christian's ear. 
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" It was scarcely that, sir," he answered, coldly. 
" The men asked me to prove the truth of my 
father's word, and is it likely I should refuse ? " 

" I can take care of my own honour." 

" Certainly, when you know it is at stake, which 
I presume you did not in this case." 

" My honour is not in the keeping of a rascally 
crew." 

" I cannot understand you," said Christian, 
rising and pacing the floor. " These men risk 
their lives in a perfectly sound vessel, and it is 
natural that they should wish to have their safety 
guaranteed as far as possible. By the way, that 
fellow said he had written to you ; have you had 
a letter ? " 

« Yes." 

« What did he say ? " 

" Threatened to complain to a magistrate." 

" Stupid fellow ! why didn't he see me first. 
Well, what am I to say to them to-night ? " 

" Just what you please." 

"Shall I, on your authority, tell them that 
Grant's letter was an assurance of the Eglantines 
seaworthiness, under certain conditions, which 
have been fulfilled ? " 

« If you like." 

Christian grew impatient. " Will you, as a 
personal favour to me, your son, let me read 
Grant's letter ? " 

" I have already said no." 

" Is that your final decision ? " 
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" It is." 

Christian opened the door and left the room. 
" Confound it ! " he exclaimed angrily, " here's a 
nice fix for a fellow to be in. How am I to 
keep my word to these men?" — a question which 
kept his thoughts fully occupied on his way to 
the docks. Cairns was leaning over the side of 
the Eglantine^ evidently on the look-out 

" Where's Captain Thorpe ? " asked Christian. 

" Down below, sir ; shall I call him ? " 

" No, ril go down." Diving into the cabin, he 
found the Captain busy with his chart. "Captain 
Thorpe," he said abruptly, " are you aware of 
the contents of Grant's letter to my father ? " 

Captain Thorpe opened his eyes. "I only know 
what your father told me. I have not seen it, I 
wish I had ; the men would be satisfied then, 
perhaps." 

"You have every confidence in the vessel's 
soundness, I suppose." 

" I have your father's word for it." 

" And that satisfies you } " 

" Yes." 

" Will you come on deck while I speak to the 
men } " Captain Thorpe rose and followed hinj 
in silence. The men were gathered together, 
quietly talking, but as Christian appeared, they 
turned towards him with expectant looks. 

"My men," he began in the cool, deliberate 
way habitual to him, " I made a promise to 
one of you last night, which I am unable- to 
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keep. I promised to repeat the contents of a 
certain letter to you, but it is not in my power 
to do so. Not one of you regrets this as I 
do. Nevertheless, I have something to tell you 
about this ship. Are you prepared to believe 
my word ?" 

There was a whispered consultation among 
them, and some altercation. At last Cairns 
stepped forward, cap in hand. " Sir, Mr. Chris- 
tian, they want to know who is your authority 
for what you are going to say." 

** My father's word is my authority," said 
Christian proudly, a flush rising to his face. " I 
am prepared to pledge my honour as to the truth 
of all I say." 

" It ain't no use, sir," said another of the men, 
sullenly. " We would take your word for any- 
thing you had seen yourself, but if you only tell 
us what Mr. Hilliard tells you, we won't, and 
there's an end of it." 

" Haven't you seen the letter, sir ?" asked 
Cairns, respectfully. 

" No ; my father thinks his word ought to be 
sufficient." 

" He said the Pearly Spray was sound," cried 
a voice from behind Cairns. " He said the Island 
Flower was seaworthy, and her planks were that 
rotten, you could pull them to pieces with your 
nails. He vowed the Wallace was properly re- 
paired, and sent her to sea with a cargo, when 
she ought to ha' been chopped up for firing. She 
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went down, and so did the others. No, no, sir, we 
ain't going to take Mr. HiHiard's word ; he's sent 
too many to Davy's locker." 

Christian's indignation rose hot and strong. 
" Take care what you are saying, my man. Many 
have seen the inside of a prison for less than that." 

" It's true, every word of it, and I'll stick to it 
Ask your father where the Seabird is ; ask him 
where the others are. It's an easy thing to send 
a rotten ship to sea. Sailors lives ain't worth 
counting, so as the masters get their money If 
you believe the ship is sound, go in her yourself." 

" Ay, let him go in her himself," murmured the 
men, with lowering looks. " He'll take precious 
good care he don't tread her planks." 

" If I do go, will you trust my father's and 
Captain Thorpe's word } Will you do your part, 
and take your places like men ?" asked Christian, 
with the light of a sudden resolve in his honest 
eyes. 

" Ay, ay, sir. If you will trust your life, we 
can trust ours." 

" Then I will go !" said Christian, and the men 
looked at each other in silence. 



CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

THE rain had ceased, and the low West was a 
sea of golden glory. The dark clouds flushed 
into rosy beauty, and the cold, grey waves grew 
warm in the glowing brightness. In the fulness 
of the evening light stood Christian Hilliard, the 
gleams from the setting sun shining on his rich 
brown hair and sunburnt face. The rough sailors 
looked at him in astonishment, and then a mur- 
mur of satisfaction rose from their midst " It 
ain't likely he'd go if he knew the planks were 
rotten," they said. "Old Hilliard would take 
good care he didn't send his only son to sea in 
any but a safe ship." 

Cairns stepped forward, his face glowing with 
honest admiration. " Do you really mean that, 
Mr. Christian ? * 

"I do ; iif my presence will be any guar- 
antee of the soundness of the vessel, you shall have 
it." 

It was not without an effort that he said the 
words. A voyage in this uncomfortable, disreput- 
able-looking vessel was not at all to his fastidious 
taste^ and his unconquerable dislike to all the 
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unpleasant evils of a small merchant ship was 
stronger than ever ; but he was not one to let 
inclination take precedence of duty. He had 
promised to give some^ satisfactory proof of the 
Eglantines seaworthiness, and this was absolutely 
the only means left him of doing so. At one 
moment the thought had crossed him of going to 
Grant, and asking the result of his survey ; but he 
was in London, and there was no time to write to 
him, even if he had made up his mind to do so. 
The course of action he had adopted was the only 
one that would have the desired effect, to prove to 
the crew that he thoroughly believed the Eglantine 
to be seaworthy. 

" What do you say, mates .?" said Cairns, turning 
towards them. " Will you go if the young master 
goes with us \ " 

" He don't know anything about vessels," shouted 
the man who had expressed his wish to send Mr. 
Hilliard to sea with Old Nick. " He don't know 
a rotten plank from a sound one." 

" That IS not the question," said Christian 
calmly. " I do not know much about such things, 
I confess, but the question is this : Will my pre- 
sence be sufficient proof that my father has good 
reason to believe the ship to be sea\^orthy ? Yes 
or no." 

" Yes," was the ready answer. 

"Then I shall go with you, and let us hope for 
a quick voyage, for I'm not fond of the sea, my 
men. It hasn't served me well in my time." 
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There was a comical look in his brown eyes as he 
spoke, and the men laughed outright. "Three 
cheers for the young master ! " they cried, and the 
air rang with the shout. 

" He won't go, not he ! " said the only one who 
had refused to join in the cheer. " Wait till he 
gets home and tells his father what he's done ! 
he'll hear some'ut more then about the Eglantine. 
His father ain't told him everything." 

At the insulting words Christian's hot blood 
was roused. " Who is that man > " he asked im- 
peratively. " Step here a moment." 

The man came forward, with a look of dogged 
resolution on his rugged face. 

" Do you wish for a discharge 1 " asked Chris- 
tian quietly. The cool, self-possessed tone had 
its effect, and the man was subdued. 

" Not if you really do go 'long with us," he 
answered, after a moment's pause ; " I reckon we 
may trust the old ship then. Your father knows 
what he's about." 

" Well," thought Christian, as he rode slowly 
up the pleasant road leading to the open country, 
" I'm booked for a voyage ! I wonder what 
Maud will say to it." A smile lightened the 
thoughtfulness of his face as he turned up a 
narrow carriage-drive leading to a pretty rose- 
covered villa. At one of the low windows stood 
a girl, with a face lovely as a poet's dream. Rich 
masses of soft brown hair swept back from the 
low, white forehead, and large, dreamy eyes, of 
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almost southern light and warmth, looked up 
from beneath the long lashes with a glad welcome 
at the approaching visitor. 

" Late again, sir ! " she said, with a sunny 
smile. " I was just going to put on my hat and 
go out." 

" Were you ? " said Christian, sceptically ; " I 
wonder which way you would have gone ; down 
the Limerick Road, I suppose." 

" Indeed, I should not," was the instant reply ; 
" I should have gone in exactly the opposite 
direction." 

Christian laughed : Limerick Road was the one. 
he usually came by. Riding round to the side of 
the house, he gave his horse in charge of a boy, 
and returned to the window. " Are you alone, 
Maud } " he asked, stepping into the pretty little 
room. " Your father is out, of course, but where 
is your mother ? " 

" They are all out," said Maud, the rich bloom 
mounting to her beautiful face as, laying his 
hands on her bare white shoulders, he held her at 
a little distance, looking at her with undisguised 
admiration. " Mamma has not been well all day, 
and papa thought a drive would do her good. 
They have gone to Westbrook." 

" So much the better ; I shall have you all to 
myself for an hour." 

" Any one would imagine, from your injured 
tone, that you never saw me except in company 
with the whole family," was the saucy reply. 
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" What is the matter, Christian ? You look as if 
something had annoyed you." 

" So it has, dear. I don't know what you will 
say when I tell you." 

" Be quick ! " she said, raising her laughing 
eyes to his handsome face. "I was always famous 
for my impatience ; don't keep me in suspense, 
there's a dear boy. What is it ? Has your fav- 
ourite horse broke his leg, or has Tycho gone 
mad ? Nothing less could bring that cloud to 
your face." 

" It's less in one way, because nobody is hurt, 
but in its consequences it may be more to you 
and me. I'm going abroad, little one — going to 
Quebec. What say you to that ? " 

. " Christian ! then it is you, not Tycho, who has 
gone mad ! What do you mean ? " 

"I'm sorry to say my meaning is only too 
plain. I have been down to the docks and 
booked myself for a voyage in the Eglantine — a 
dirty, black, tarry hulk, only fit for the infernal 
regions," he replied, with a look of disgust at the 
recollection. " I think I've been a fool, Maud, 
but as usual I acted on impulse, and of course 
did the very thing I ought to have avoided." 

Drawing her down by his side he told her of 
his promise to the men, and of his father's refusal 
to let him see the all-important letter, " What 
else could I do under the circumstances, darling?" 
he said, in conclusion. '' I was bound to satisfy 
the men, and ^that was the only way left. You 



32 A VOICE FROM THE SEA. 

and I have cause to know what my father is : he 
never changes his mind." 

For three years Christian Hilliard had loved 
this brown-haired Maud with a passionate love 
such as few men are capable of feeling. Three 
long years they had been, and now at the end 
of them the future looked no brighter, for Mr. 
Hilliard still withheld his consent, and Mr. Ingle- 
ton, Maud's father, angiy and indignant, spoke 
seriously of breaking off the engagement entirely. 
But Christian had pleaded for a little longer 
grace. " I will try my father again," he said, 
" and if he still refuses, I will leave him, and get 
some employment, and win a home for my wife. 
It shall not go on like this much longer." They 
were no idle words, Mr. Ingleton knew, and so he 
held his peace, waiting for Christian to act. And 
Christian waited a propitious moment. " I must 
take my father in a good mood," he said ; " I 
must speak when a vessel has made an extra 
lucrative voyage." The time had come, he 
thought, when this unfortunate affair of the 
Eglantine had turned up, and now Mr. Hilliard 
was in one of his worst possible moods ; angry 
with Christian, with Captain Thorpe, and with 
the men of the Eglantine. 

" What will he say about this new scheme of 
yours ? — it cannot be called scheme, though," said 
Maud ; " this Quixotic attempt to protect his 
honour, I ought to say." 

" Quixotic ? " echoed Christian, reproachfully. 
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" Maud, IS that what you call it ? I own I was 
hasty in the first place in promising to show them 
Grant's letter, and yet even now I cannot blame 
myself for doing so. It seems the most natural 
thing I could do under those circumstances. That 
my father would object never once entered into 
my head ; why should he object } It is only that 
confounded pride of his that comes in the way. 
My darling, don't you think with me, that some- 
thing ought to be done to set those poor fellows' 
minds at rest } Do you think we, as shipowners, 
have a right to force men to go in a ship which 
they fear is not seaworthy ? " 

" Certainly not. Christian, and yet* I cannot 
bear for you to go in the Eglantifte. If anything 
is wrong " 

" Maud ! " interrupted Christian, hastily, " do 
you think what you are saying } What can be 
wrong with the Eglantine ? Has not Grant, a 
man who thoroughly understands his business, 
pronounced her perfectly safe } " 

Maud was silent : she could not bear to speak 
the thought that would force itself upon her re- 
luctant mind — " But you have only your father's 
word as to the contents of Grant's letter." 

"Why don't you see Mr. Grant.?" she asked 
at last. 

" Because he is in London at present : has 
been there for some months. He is very ill, they 
say — not likely to live, poor fellow ! " 

" Why don't you get some one else to survey 

3 
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the ship ? " she said, suddenly ; " that would 
obviate every difficulty." 

" Little goose ! " laughed Christian ; " do you 
think a vessel can be examined when she is 
loaded ? You don't deserve to marry a ship- 
owner." 

" Very well, then, I won't do it. I'll ask some 
one else to have me." 

" Do, dear," said Christian, calmly. " Ask 
sbme one, and then tell me what he says. I shall 
speak to my father before I go, Maud." 

She looked up with troubled eyes. " Christian, 
I know he will never consent." 

"Then we must do without his consent," he 
answered, a shade passing over his face. " Per- 
haps he will think better of it by the time I come 
back." 

" Must you go ? Is there no other way of 
settling it all } I wish you had not promised." 

" My dear, I was obliged to. I could not hear 
all they were saying about my father, and not 
take some step in the matter. I could not show 
them the letter, so I did the sole remaining thing 
— said I'd go with them. It was the only way of 
protecting my father's good name and keeping my 
own word." 

"Yes, I suppose it was, but it is not right, 
Christian : your father ought to have given them 
the proof they asked, it was a little enough 
thing." 

" Yes," he answered reluctantly, " I suppose he 
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ought, dear." It went against the grain to con- 
demn his father, even to her, for he had always 
been kind and indulgent to him, humouring his 
whims, and giving way to his capricious fancies as 
few parents would have done. Only in this one 
matter of his engagement to Maud Ingleton had 
he ever crossed him, and Christian was not with- 
out hope that even in this he would yield. 

It was later than usual when he left Mr. Ingle- 
ton's house that night. He rode quickly along 
the deserted roads, his thoughts dwelling anxiously 
upon the impending interview with his father. 
. " I wonder what he'll say," he murmured. 
" Surely he cannot object to what I have done 
now. I cannot help it if he does : I have given 
my word." 

That was enough, he had given his word. 
People sometimes wondered where Christian 
Hilliard had got his chivalrous ideas of honour. 
Not from his father, certainly, for he proverbially 
believed in being all things to all men, that is to 
say, among his equals and in the way of business. 
Few men knew better how to look after his own 
interests than he, and he looked with a con- 
temptuous pity upon men who would allow an 
over-strained sense of honour to stand in the way 
of some lucrative business transaction. The fact 
was, he could not understand^ such men ; Aiey 
were out of his world. His so^ Christian was 
often a source of wonderment to him, and yet in 
him he could trace the characteristics of his 
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mother's house ; for the rich shipowner had 
married out of his own rank, and had placed at 
the head of his establishment the fair-haired 
patrician daughter of an ancient but impoverished 
house, and from her Christian had inherited not 
only his personal beauty, and the indolent grace 
and ease of manner peculiar to her order, but the 
high integrity and sense of honour which stamped 
his character, and won for him universal respect. 

Mr. Hilliard sat at his desk, busy with calcu- 
lations and accounts. It was an anxious time 
just then, and he gave up most of his evenings to 
business. He did not look up as his son entered, 
and Christian silently drew a chair to the table 
and sat down. He was in no hurry to speak, 
though he felt that it would be a relief to have 
the interview over. At last Mr. Hilliard closed 
his book and looked up. 

" Rather late, isn't it } " he said, pushing back 
his chair, and glancing at the clock. This was 
the usual signal for going to bed. Christian re-» 
fused to recognize it. 

" It is late, but I have been detained. Well, 
father, don't you wish to know the result of my 
visit to the docks } " 

For a moment Mr. Hilliard hesitated : he did 
wish very much to know what course the men 
were taking ; not that he feared much trouble in 
the matter, for he knew he should have already 
received notice from Captain Thorpe had the men 
proved obstinate, but he wanted to know how 
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Christian had quieted them. With concealed 
anxiety he replied, " I suppose the crew have 
come to their senses." 

" I don't know about that : some of them are 
not over-burdened with sense at the best of times, 
and some of them seem to have a pretty fair 
share ; but I don't think either have returned to 
their senses, for the simple reason that they have 
never left them. They are all in their right mind 
now, at any rate." 

" It is a bad precedent, to side with the men 
against the master. Christian," said his father 
coldly. 

" That's the very thing I've not done ! You 
should have heard me talk to them, sir," replied 
Christian, determined that nothing should make 
him lose his temper. " They only want a little 
management, and they are as gentle as lambs. I 
like sailors ; they are such an honest, straight- 
forward class of men. You say I am not cut out 
for a shipowner; now I think I am. I can always 
get on with sailors ; there's something in me they 
take to, and something in them I take to. That's 
fair, isn't it ? What you call reciprocity of 
sentiment." 

" Did Thorpe send any message to me } " 

" No : he seems a good sort of fellow ; we shall 
get on all right together, I think. What is the 
etiquette of merchant ships, sir? The captain 
stands first, I suppose, no matter who is on board "i 
Well, we shan't quarrel about that." 
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" Who won't quarrel ? " 

"Thorpe and I. I am going with the Eglantine 
to Quebec ; it was the only way of satisfying 
the men." 

" You are going to Quebec in the Eglantine ! " 
repeated Mr. Hilliard slowly, gazing at his son like 
a man in a dream. 

" Yes ; pleasant prospect, isn't it ? " 

" What do you mean ? " 

Christian looked up in surprise at the tone. " I 
was bound in honour to satisfy the crew," he 
answered quietly. " You refused to let me do so 
in the way I wished and intended, so I was forced 
to accept the only alternative. The crew said my 
presence would be a sufficient guarantee of the 
vessel's soundness, and that if I went they would 
trust themselves with me." 

" On what grounds } You know nothing of ships." 

" No, but you do. My going proves that I 
* believe the ship to be seaworthy, and they know 
that you are my warrant for the belief. Is not 
that sufficient security ? Why, it is really more 
satisfactory than showing them Grant's letter. 
They know I would not trust my precious life to 
rotten planks." 

" Christian, are you mad ? " cried his father 
angrily. " I never heard such a wild, insane idea 
in my life." 

" Nevertheless it was absolutely the only thing 
left for me to do." 

" It was nothing of the kind. The men would 
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have gone fast enough without that. They would 
not be the first crew who have rebelled and learned 
to their cost that ships are not playthings, and 
shipowners children. I would have taught them 
a lesson." 

" How } " 

" How ! why by making the law force them to 
go. The choice lay between that or the prison, 
and you would have seen fast enough then how 
much their fears amounted to." 

" I cannot agree with you, sir. It is entirely 
against my principles to force men into actions 
which their judgment condemns. I prefer my own 
way of satisfying them." 

" And I prefer mine. You will not go on board 
the Eglantine with my consent," returned his 
father, growing pale with anger. 

" I am sorry, sir," said Christian, his face 
flushing with annoyance. " 1 seem to be especially 
unfortunate in this affair. However, it is too late 
for argument : I have promised to go." 

" Then you shall break your promise. You shall 
not go,. I tell you. Christian ! " 

" Excuse me," said Christian, with the quiet 
courtesy he never lost, even though his father tried 
his patience sorely, " I must go : it is no matter of 
choice now, unless indeed, you prefer showing 
Grant's letter. I suppose that would serve them." 

" Hang Grant's letter ! " retorted his father 
furiously ; " they shall never see it, and you shall 
not go ! " 
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Christian rose. "It is worse than useless to 
argue, sir," he said gravely; "I am not accustomed 
to break my word." 

" No, nor to pay common respect to your father. 
If you go with ih^ Eglantine you will no longer be 
a son of mine. I forbid your going." 

They stood opposite each other, the father and 
son, both equally determined and resolute. For 
some moments they were silent, for a fearful 
suspicion was forcing itself on Christian's mind. 
Scarcely daring to face his father, he turned his 
head in another direction. " What is your reason 
for objecting so strongly to my going ? " he asked. 

" Reason enough. It is encouraging the men, 
it IS defying my authority," replied Mr. Hilliard, 
almost beside himself with mingled terror and 
anger. " Once more, I forbid your going : do 
you hear ? " 

" Is there anything wrong with the Eglantine?'^ 
said Christian, under his breath, feeling like a 
traitor as he spoke, yet forced into speech by the 
overwhelming dread. 

" Wrong with the Eglantine ? What should be 
wrong with her ? " answered his father, his voice 
sinking from its pitch of excitement, as he felt the 
necessity for self-control. 

" Is she perfectly seaworthy } " asked Christian, 
looking full at his father's drooping eyes with his 
own honest, fearless ones. 

" She is seaworthy." 

" Then I shall go." 



CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 

LONG after his son had gone upstairs, Mr. 
HilHard sat in utter silence, his mind a chaos 
of conflicting feelings : rage, fear, doubt, inde- 
cision. One thing was certain — Christian would 
go in the Eglantine unless he took some instant 
step to prevent him. What could he do ? Pro- 
test, argument, entreaty, would all go for nothing, 
he knew full well, and it was too late for diplo- 
macy or stratagem. From his heart he cursed 
the " meddling fool " who had stopped his son 
that dark night, and told him thfe story of rotten 
planks and over-heavy cargo. For one moment 
the thought occurred to tell him the truth, and 
bind him to silence, but it instantly sank in the 
knowledge of its utter futility. To tell Christian 
the truth would be to unload the Eglantine^ and 
probably break her into pieces, besides exposing 
himself as an unscrupulous, dishonourable master, 
worse than careless of the heavy responsibility 
resting upon him. His imagination pictured the 
universal hatred and execration that would follow 
him all the days of his life ; all the contempt and 
abhorrence that would be his portion for ever 
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after ; and regardless as he was of the opinion of 
others, he shrank with pitiable cowardice from the 
picture. Even had he the wish, he had not the 
moral courage to face the undisguised horror which 
a revelation of the truth would create ; he dared 
not attempt to retrieve the past. Bitterly now he 
regretted not selling the Eglantine ; breaking her 
up never once entered his mind, for his fears only, 
not his conscience, were touched. He had been 
a shipowner for nearly forty years, and had never 
yet broken up one of his vessels. The rotten 
ones had been caught by the fierce cyclone and 
scattered over the mad waters, or had been dashed 
upon rough Norwegian rocks, or far-off coral reefs, 
or had been sold to some equally unscrupulous 
but poorer shipowner, who had sent them out 
again to take their chance, with their freight of 
human lives, on the mighty deep, amid the wild 
storms of wind and wave. 

Plan after plan suggested itself, but only to be 
rejected as useless. The wild thought of bribing 
Grant to write a reassuring letter was dismissed, 
as he remembered the man's dangerous illness 
and absence from home. To hire another sur- 
veyor who would guarantee a favourable verdict 
(he knew where such men were to be found) would 
also be of no avail, as the ship was loaded, and 
the men knew no thorough examination could be 
effected. Slowly passed the weary hours as the 
wretched man fought against the fatal truth : He 
must sacrifice either his son's life or his own good 
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nante. Look which way he would, there was no other 
alternative. If he quietly ordered the Eglantine 
to be unloaded and repaired, or sold — supposing 
anyone would dare to buy her under such noto- 
rious circumstances — what would that be but a 
tacit acknowledgment that he had been on the 
point of sending to sea a vessel which he knew to 
be unseaworthy ? It meant loss of commercial 
reputation, loss of moral character, or rather of 
the semblance of it, loss of influence and social 
position, and, what he dreaded more than all, the 
loss of his son's respect. 

He could not do it. Large drops of perspira- 
tion rolled from his forehead, and his cold damp 
hands wandered nervously among the papers on 
the table. His face grew haggard, and worn, and 
old in the agony of mental conflict, and even 
Christian would hardly have recognized his usually 
stern, self-possessed father. He rose at last, and 
went upstairs. At his son's door he paused and 
listened. Not a sound was to be heard, and turn- 
ing the handle softly, he stole quietly in. Draw- 
ing the curtain noiselessly aside, he let the cold 
grey light of early dawn fall on the bed. Christian 
lay asleep, his beautiful classic profile showing 
clear against the white pillow. There was a rest- 
ful repose about the whole attitude that his father 
envied with a keen and bitter envy. Never before 
had he so painfully realized the gulf between them ; 
the impassable barrier separating his old age, of 
dark deeds upon which the light of uprightness 
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had never shone, from this young life, with its 
stainless honour and truth. 

There rose before him the vision of past years. 
He saw the boy in his happy childhood, when his 
grave, innocent eyes had touched the fount of 
feeling, and brought to his father's heart resolves 
for a better, truer future, a higher and nobler aim. 
He saw him at school, standing prominent among 
three hundred boys ; winning from them love and 
friendship, and from his masters respect and 
thorough regfard. He remembered well his own 
pride in the boy's handsome patrician face and 
bearing ; his exultation on hearing the murmur of 
admiration among the visitors to the school as, in 
answer to his name, Christian Hilliard walked for- 
ward, time after time, amid the plaudits of his 
companions, to receive from the hands of some 
well-known statesman or noble lord the prizes 
which fell to his share. Then he thought of his 
college days, when his name had appeared high 
in the list of wranglers, and when still his cha- 
racter for chivalrous honour had won for him 
the knightly nickname. Sans peur et sans re-- 
proche. 

He had always been proud of the boy, always 
loved him in a fashion of his own. He could 
scarcely believe that he might in a day or two 
look his last upon the one face his stern, hard 
nature had learned to love ; touch for the last 
time the hand whose cordial grasp he had that 
night spurned in anger. If the struggle had been 
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hot and fierce downstairs, it was hotter and fiercer 
as he stood by that silent, motionless form, with 
the peace of a conscience at rest on the quiet, 
dreaming face. Must his be the hand to seal the 
d^ath-warrant ? Must he be the one to voluntarily 
surrender to the pitiless waves this life so full of 
promise ? What was the alternative ? Disgrace 
and ignominy. 

But was the Eglantine doomed ? Was her 
wreck a certainty ? The thought brought a gleam 
of hope. She might weather the waves yet ; 
worse than she had done it He could remember 
vessels whose condition was a disgrace to their 
owners, yet which had braved many a wild storm, 
and reached their haven in safety, then why not 
the Eglantine? His anxiety for Christian was 
making him weak and fearful in his old age. 
Eagerly he clung to the hope as a wrecked sailor 
from one of his own rotten ships might have 
clung to a floating spar. Surely the vessel might 
go safely to her destination, and if she sustained 
much damage on the voyage out, Christian would 
not let her come back. Heavy loss to himself 
there would be, of course, but for once the sense 
of it would sink in the presence of his son's 
safety; he could put up with a heavy pecuniary 
loss better than with the loss of his only son, or 
the forfeiture of the world's respect. 

" So be it, then," he murmured to himself, " he 
must go and risk it." Slowly he turned and left 
the silent room, As he closed the door, it seemed 
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as if he shut out all light, and wrapped himself 
in the gloom of a dark and heavy shadow. He 
had made up his mind to let the Eglantine go, 
and what her fate would be ke knew not 

The sun was shining brightly, and the morning 
air was fresh, and pleasant, and inspiriting, as 
Christian rode down to the docks. There was 
little time to spare, and there were many things 
to be seen to before the Eglantine sailed. His 
cabin must be fitted up somewhat more in ac- 
cordance with the luxurious style to which he was 
accustomed. His rooms were marvels of artistic 
taste. In his wanderings in foreign lands he had 
gathered together many an almost priceless bit of 
statuary and rare old carving. His walls were 
hung with gems of the old masters, and lovely 
little modem landscapes, and idylls, and poems 
on canvas. 

And yet he was no Sybarite ; his inherent love 
for the beautiful led him to surround himself with 
all that charms the eye, and suggests to an artist 
or poet mind ideal loveliness and grace ; but he 
could at will throw it all aside, and delight in 
the freedom of a Bohemian life ; in the charm of 
a bivouac on the banks of the Amazon, or the 
wild excitement of a chase on the Western Prairie. 
He was no slave to an effeminate love of ease 
and indolence, though the dolce far niente had a 
certain attraction and charm. 

In the matter of a voyage in his father's black- 
looking craft he resolved to make the best of the 
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necessary evils, and render them as endurable as 
possible. Near his father's office he met Captain 
Thorpe. . 

" Well, Thorpe, how goes the world with you 
this morning ? " he asked, reining in his horse. 
"I am coming to look at my quarters : I suppose 
you have some sort of a nook in which I can 
stow myself and my belongings." 

" Then you really mean to come with us, Mr. 
Christian } " replied Thorpe, in a slight tone of 
incredulity. 

" I suppose you won't believe it till we have 
fairly started," said Christian, " and then you will 
expect me to hail the first homeward-bound vessel 
and come back." 

Captain Thorpe laughed. ** Not you, sir ! you 
are not the sort to turn back, once you have 
really taken anything in hand. The men are all 
on the look-out this morning." 

" What for ? Me } I'll go and show myself, 
then. Are they all right } " 

" Well," said the captain, dubiously, " some of 
them have been grumbling and growling this 
morning. The fact is, they think you will back 
out at the last moment. Lucas has put the idea 
into their heads that your going is all a ruse to 
quiet them ; that you never intended to go. He 
and Cairns pretty nearly came to blows over it 
last night." 

" I'll soon show them whether it's a ruse or not. 
How long before you come down } " 
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" rU follow you at once. I'm just going to 
leave a message here for Mr, Hilliard." Christian 
rode on, and Thorpe went into the office. As he 
came out some one touched his elbow. It was a 
shabby, nervous-looking little man, who had been 
standing at the office door for the last twenty 
minutes. 

" Do you want me } " asked the captain, in his 
blunt, straightforward manner. 

" Is Mr. Christian Hilliard going to Quebec in 
the Eglantifie ? '* said the man, with nervous, 
trembling eagerness, 

Thorpe looked at him curiously : "What do 
you want to know for ? " 

" I beg your pardon, sir," was the humble 
reply. "Mr. Christian has been very good to 

me, and — and " He stopped, evidently not 

knowing how to excuse his apparent curiosity. 

** Then why didn't you ask him yourself } you 
must have seen him talking to me a few minutes 
ago. 

" But he didn't see me, sir, and I didn't like 
to force myself upon his notice, because he — he 
always gives me something," stammered the man 
confusedly. 

" Well, you are something out of the common!" 
exclaimed the captain. "That would be most 
men's reason for doing the other thing. Yes, he's 
going in the Eglantine^ sure enough : young men 
take strange whims into their heads now-a- 
days." 
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" But he has some reason, he must have some 
reason ! " said the man, with growing exrcite- 
ment. 

" I suppose he has," replied the captain, curtly ; 
he did not care to discuss the real reason with 
this not over reputable-looking stranger. It would 
not do to give any wider publicity to the floating 
rumours concerning the Eglantine. 

"Where has Mr. Christian gone now.? Has 
he gone down to the docks — can I see him 
there ? " 

" Oh, oh ! " said Captain Thorpe, sarcastically, 
" this is the man who didn't want to see him for 
fear he should give him something ! " 

The man shrank back as if he were stung, and 
the captain went on his way, swearing in pretty 
strong language at the " tricks of those confounded 
land sharks." He was in a very bad temper, 
and very little served to put him out. Some 
excitement prevailed among the crew of the 
Eglantine as Christian appeared. 

" I told you so ! " cried Cairns, triumphantly. 
" Now what do you say, mates } " 

" Stow that," said Lucas roughly ; " wait till 
you hear what he's got to say first. Maybe he's 
only come to sneak out of it." 

Cairns turned to him with a look of contempt. 
" May be you want to sneak out of it," he retorted. 
" You're a beauty, you are ! Look alive, mates, 
and if you see a white crow anywhere, give him 
Mister Lucas's compliments, and he'd be glad of 

4 
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the loan of his best tail feather to wear in his 
Sunday-go-to-meeting hat." 

At a glance Christian saw that the men were, 
as Thorpe had said, on the look-out for him. 
Taking no notice, he chatted with them till Captain 
Thorpe came, and then went to make his arrange- 
ments in the cabin. 

"There, you see!" said Lucas, as he disap- 
peared, " he ain't coming ; he never said a word 
about it" 

The men looked at Cairns, expecting him to 
answer ; but he either did not hear, or, hearing, did 
not heed, and continued leaning idly over the side. 

" Do you think he's coming. Cairns ?" asked a 
boy about fourteen, the youngest of the crew. 

" If you wait you'll see," was the only answer 
he got. They had not to wait long. Calling 
Cairns, the captain ordered him and another man 
to accompany Mr. Milliard and bring down some 
of his things to the vessel. For the life of him 
Cairns could not resist the opportunity for a cut 
at Lucas. 

" Come with us, mate," he said in an undertone, 
for Christian was close at hand. " The young 
master will likely give us the slip round some 
comer, and it's as well you kept your eye on him. 
I shouldn't wonder but there's a balloon waiting 
for him outside the harbour." 

Lucas swore at him under his breath, and 
turned sullenly away. 

Nearly all day Christian was busily engaged 



A VOICE FROM THE SEA. 51 

— - - - ■ .. 

superintending the arrangement of his various 
belongings. He took Maud down to show her his 
new quarters, and was much amused at the critical 
remarks freely made ih rough sailor terms upon 
her beauty. It was not often they saw anything 
so fair as " Mr. Christian's sweetheart" He had 
taken her home, and returned for the last time to 
the docks, when he overtook his father slowly 
making his way toward the Eglantine. In answer 
to his son's pleasant greeting he merely nodded, 
keeping on his way in silence. Christian walked 
by his side, wondering what on earth brought 
him there. Surely he was not going to order 
Captain Thorpe not to sail with him on board 1 
he was capable of even that in his present state 
of mind. 

Close to the Eglantine they were forced to stop 
while the way was cleared. A truck had broken 
down, depositing its load of coal on the road, 
and men were rapidly shovelling it away. To go 
round it was out of the question, the mud being 
so thick. Close by stood Cairns, with a little girl 
in his arms — a delicate, fragile-looking child,' 
with a sweet, patient little face. 

" That's father's ship, Nannie," he was saying, 
pointing to the Eglantine, " Her with the red- 
flag." 

The child looked at it earnestly. 

"It isn't very pretty, father," she said, hesi- 
tatingly, and Christian could not help smiling at 
the word. 
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Pretty, indeed ! it was one of the ugliest craft 
ifl the docks. 

^* Pretty is as pretty does : if she takes father 
out to Quebec, and brings 'him safe home again, 
you won't mind her being a bit black and ugly, 
will you, Nannie ? " 

" Will you come home soon, father ? " 

" That depends on a many things, dear ; I'll 
come back to my little maid as soon as the winds 
and waves will let me." 

** Which way are you going, father ? " 

" Right out yonder, where the sun is setting." 

" It's so bright I can scarcely look at it," said 
the child, raising herself in her father's arms, and 
shading her eyes with her hand. " Are you going 
right out into the light ? Will you go far enough 
to see the gate ? " 

" What gate, Nannie > " 

" It's out there, isn't it ? The Gate of Glory,- 
you know, father." 

"Where did you hear talk of sach a gate, 
Nannie ? " said Cairns, with a somewhat puzzled 
look on his face. 

" Why, it is in my hymn, father — * When sun 
sets in the West.' I should like to go with you 
into all that gold ! isn't it lovely ?" 

" Shall I cut a piece out as I go through, and 
bring it home for you ? " asked Cairns, jokingly. 

" You can't," said the child regretfully. " Be- 
sides, it would spoil the look." 

Christian stepped forward. 
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" Is this your little girl, CaJrns ? " 

" Yes, sir ; she's the only one at home now. 
I've brought her to see father's ship." 

" Take her on board and show her everything 
there is to be seen. You would like to know in 
what sort of a vessel father's going, wouldn't 
you ? " said Christian, with a pleasant smile, 
which always won a child's heart. 

" She's a little bit of a coward about the sea,** 
said Cairns ; " every time I go away she has a 
bit of a cry, because she thinks the big waves *11 
swallow me up. Never you fear, Nannie ; father '11 
come back safe to his little maid, please God." 

With a sudden movement Mr. Hilliard stepped 
over the coal and walked on, out of hearing. 

With a few words to Cairns, and a bright new 
half-crown to the child, Christian followed him. 
Captain Thorpe was just coming off the vessel, 
and went back with his employer. 

" I have come to have a look round before you 
sail," said Mr. Hilliard, in a strangely quiet tone. 
" I suppose you are all ready to start." 

" Yes," replied the skipper ; " we shall weigh 
anchor to-morrow morning, all being well, sir." 

With a cold impenetrable face, Mr. Hilliard 
went over the vessel. Everything was in order, 
and he had occasion for not one suggestion. Why 
he had come he scarcely .knew ; he had felt im- 
pelled, by some resistless force, to see, it might 
be for the last time, the ill-fated Eglantine^ and 
now he regretted yielding to it. 
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The sun had sunk deep into the west, leaving 
the ship cold, and dark^ and lifeless, as he left 
the docks. Turning, he saw it lying in the 
shadow, and, with a shudder, looked away. 

Was it his son's coffin lying there ? 



CHAPTER THE FIFTH. 

IT was a bright, clear, moonlight night, and* 
Maud Ingleton walked to the garden gate for 
the last good-bye. Leaning on Christian's arm, 
she looked up with eyes not entirely undimmed 
with tears. 

" Do you believe in presentiments, Christian ? " 
she asked, with a slight quiver in her voice. 

"Presentiments!" he echoed. "Not I. What 
have you got in that dear funny little head now ? "- 

" Don't laugh at me," she entreated ; " I cannot 
help it, Christian. I have had such a strange 
feeling on me all day." 

" About this voyage of mine ? Do you think 
anything is going to happen to me ? Cheer up, 
my darling ; I have been pretty nearly all over 
the world, and have come to no harm yet." 

" Christian, why wouldn't your father show you 
that letter ? " she cried passionately. " Why did 
he forbid your going ? I know something is 
going to happen — I can feel it." 

" My dear, what is likely to happen ? It is the 
best season of the year for such a voyage, and 
Thorpe anticipates a capital sail. You get your 
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crochet and tatting, or whatever it is that comes 
under the head of trousseau, and the time will 
pass away quickly enough. I shall expect you 
to be quite ready for me by the time I come 
back. Mind, Maud, I shall not wait any longer 
then. This is a thing that concerns me alone, 
and not my father. If we could have had his 
consent, well and good ; but if not I shall take 
you without it. Come, dry up those tears, dear 
one, and give me a good-bye that I shall remem- 
ber and think about every day and night till I see 

you again." 

« « « « 

In the shadow of a doorway a man, with a 
letter tightly clasped in his trembling hands, stood 
waiting. One by one the lights went out in the 
windows ; one by one the passers-by disappeared 
from the quiet street. The moon rose over the 
distant hills like a huge ball of fire ; rose higher 
and higher in the clear heavens with a gradually 
silvering light, and still he waited. 

The city clocks struck out the passing hours ; 
the low fall of the waves on the shore was the 
only sound of the silent night, for it was past 
midnight, and the city was asleep. 

In the distance at last was heard the sound of 
approaching footsteps, and the almost wearied-out 
watcher roused himself. 

"Here he is at last!" he murmured; "I thought 
he'd never come." 

With quick, hurried steps, Christian Hilliard — 
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for it was he — came up the street, and stopped at 
one of the doors. Taking out his latch-key, he 
was about to let himself in, when a timid touch 
on his arm made him turn quickly. 

"What on earth are you doing here this time 
of night } !* he exclaimed, in astonishment. " Is 
anything the matter ? " 

" I beg your pardon for intruding, sir," was the 
low, tremulous answer. " Will you please to read 
this when you get in } It won't take you long," 
he added, entreatingly. 

" What is it ? Here,. Milby, where are you off 
in such a hurry > " cried Christian, as the man 
began to move away. 

" I only wanted to give you that, Mr. Christian. 
I've been waiting here since dark. You will read 
it, won't you, sir ? " 

" Read it ! of course I will. It was written to 
be read, I suppose. Come in and have a glass of 
something — wine, ale, anything you like." 

" I'd rather not, sir ; indeed I'd rather not. If 
you'd please to let me go, Mr. Christian." 

" Go on, then," said Christian, good-humouredly. 
" I believe you're afraid I shall make you drunk. 
You are a teetotaler, aren't you i " 

" Yes, sir ; good-night, sir," said Milby, looking 
round with fearful eyes. " You won't let anyone 
know I wrote that, will you, Mr. Christian ? " 

" Of course not There, make haste home to 
bed ; I'm sure that is the best place for you." He 
put his hand in his pocket as he spoke,. with thet 
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ready generosity which was always prompting him 
to give of his abundance to those who had need. 
Seeing him do it, Milby almost fled down the 
street, and in a few moments was out of sight 
round the corner. 

Christian went in and shut the door. Turning 
up the gas, he found a whole budget of letters 
lying on the table. They had come by the late 
evening post, and among them were some he had 
been anxiously expecting for days. Sitting down, 
he was soon absorbed in their contents, forgetting 
the lateness of the hour. In vain the clock warned 
him that morning was drawing near ; there were 
answers to be written, and he must write them ; 
there would be no time in the morning. Wearied 
out at last, he rose and swept the letters aside. 

" That's done ! " he murmured. " Now for bed, 
and my last sleep on shore." 

He slept heavily and late. The sun was shining 
high in the heavens when he drew aside his 
curtains the next morning, and for a few minutes 
he stood in silence, watching the busy world below, 
A knock at the door roused him from the reverie 
into which he had fallen. One of the sailors had 
come for his portmanteau. He hurried down, and 
found Cairns waiting in the hall. 

" The skipper sent me for your portmanteau, or 
anything else you wish to send on board, sir," he 
said, in an absent, preoccupied tone. There was a 
tired look about him which attracted Christian's 
attention. 
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** What IS the matter, Cairns ? " he asked, 
kindly ; " you look as if you had been up all 
night." 

** So I have, sir. It's the little maid ; she has 
been very ill, and the doctor seemed rather queer 
about her. I asked him if she was going to die, 
bdt he said he hoped not yet." 

" But it's very sudden, isn't it, Cainis ? Is it 
the one I saw last night } " 

" Yes, sir ; it's Nannie. No, it ain't what you 
may call really sudden. You s^e, she've been in a 
sort of decline for the last year or two ; just quietly 
fading away from us ; and I suppose nothing can 
save her. I don't think she'll last much longer." 

"Don't you think she will live till you come 
back ? " asked Christian, with sympathy. 

" Well, sir, the doctor says he thinks she will, 
and he ought to know more than me. She sticks 
to it that she's going : that's the queer part of it ! 
— the child seems to know." 

" Would you rather not go. Cairns } " said 
Christian. "Would you like to give up this 
vo5rage." 

Cairns shook his head. " No, sir, thank you. 

I should have to do something, get another ship, 

you see, and I mightn't find a berth on any of 

■them short voyagers. I've had such a many 

frights about Nannie afore now." 

He shouldered the portmanteau and went off, 
his usually bluff, hearty face subdued and sad- 
dened. 
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" Everybody has some trouble," thought Chris- 
tian. " No one escapes in this world." He sat 
down at the breakfast-table, debating within him 
whether he should go and see his father or not. 
He had resolved not to go, feeling only too sure 
of the manner of his reception ; but now that the 
starting-day had really come, he hesitated, hia 
resolution wavering. 

" I have plenty of time to ride over," he Hvur- 
mured. " It doesn't seem the right sort of thing 
to sail, for no one knows how long a voyage, 
without a word from him. I think I will go." 

Mr. Hilliard sat at his lonely breakfast-table 
reading the paper. At every sound outside the 
house he started, looking up with anxious, ex- 
pectant eyes. He looked haggard and worn, and 
the breakfast before him was untouched, the coffee 
and steak rapidly getting cold. 

Up the drive, at last, dashed Christian's beau- 
tiful mare, her glossy coat gleaming in the sun- 
shine. At the hall door she stopped of her own 
accord, arching her slender neck as if proud of 
the firm, cool hand on her rein. Giving her a 
pat, and an injunction to stand still till he came 
out again, Christian entered the house. 

" Good morning, sir," he said, frankly extending 
his hand. " I have run over to wish you good- 
bye. The Eglantine sails this afternoon." 

Mr. Hilliard looked coldly up. " You have 
given yourself needless trouble," he answered, 
ignoring his son's outstretched hand. 
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" I have still several things to sec to before I 
go on board," said Qiristian, restraining a strong 
inclination to walk out of the room ; " but I knew 
Lucrece would bring me here and back in a few 
minuteS) so I had the saddle put on." 

He stood before his father in his stately, gra- 
cious manhood, waiting with quiet dignity for the 
word or look of reconciliation, but waited in vain. 

"If you can spare a few minutes, sir, I should 
like to speak to you on one or two subjects before 
I go," he said, patiently. " My time is very 
valuable." 

" So is mine," was the brief reply. 

" I know it, and I will not trespass upon it 
What I have to say will only occupy a few 
minutes." 

" Which I have not to spare," said Mr. Hilliard, 
rising from' his seat 

" Then I will wish you good-morning. I am 
sorry if I have disturbed you," said Christian, with 
an expression half of annoyance, half of pain. 
Again he stretched out his hand, and after a 
moment's hesitation, Mr. Hilliard touched it with 
the tips of his fingers. 

The door closed, and then he heard Lucrece 
galloping down the drive, and he was once more 
alone. Alone ! and his only son on his way to a 
watery grave. Do what he would, he could not 
banish the thought. In vain he strove to comfort 
himself with the recollection of other vessels which 
had safely weathered the wild storms of the 
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Atlantic, and reached home unharmed, although 
they had been as unseaworthy as the Eglantine. 

Taking his telescope, he went upstairs to a little 
room, from which he was accustomed to watch 
his vessels sail out of the docks. Slowly passed 
the weary hours as he waited and watched — 
watched for the black-hulled ship which was 
taking his son out among the dread perils of the 
deep. He knew she would not sail till late in the 
afternoon, and yet he sat at the open window, 
straining his eyes, tormented by the vague fear 
that she might in some unguarded minute pass, 
and he not see her. 

. She came at last ; her sails idly flapping in the 
scarcely perceptible breeze, her black hull blacker 
than ever, her dingy, battered figure-head giving 
flat contradiction to the sweet suggestiveness of 
her graceful name. Lower in the western sky 
sank the setting sun, shedding its flood of light 
upon the tranquil sea. And into the golden^ 
glory sailed the Eglantine^ a fresh wind catching 
her sails and speeding her over the glittering 
waves. Like a dark speck she appeared, and was 
then gradually lost in the glowing west. 



People observed that Richard Hilliard was 
growing more and more morose as the weeks 
went on. His clerks grew restive beneath the 
iron hand which held so stem a check upon them, 
and secretly hated the cold impenetrable face 
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which only appeared to herald reproof and wither- 
ing sarcasm. 

The bright, warm days gave place to wintry 
winds and biting frosts, or dreary fogs. News 
came that the Eglantine had reached her port in 
safety, after a quick and easy voyage, and was 
busy unloading. Richard Milliard's heart grew 
lighter. " If she got there safely, why shouldn't 
she come back with equal safety ? " he thought^ 
and comforted himself with the thought. To one 
thing he made up his mind : he would sell the 
Eglantine, and never more run such a risk. Let 
him only see her back and safe in the docks, and 
she should not again sail out claiming him for her 
6wner. 

So he said to himself, and as the time passed 
he hardened himself more and more against the 
son who, to use his own words, had set hisr 
authority at ^defiance, and abetted the crew in 
their rebellion. More determinedly than ever he 
resolved to give no countenance to his engage- 
ment with Maud Ingleton, and to disown and 
disinherit him if he persisted in marrying an 
almost penniless girl. And while he was thus 
resolving and planning, Christian was on his way 
home, impatiently looking for the day when he 
should once more set foot on British soil. 

" It IS incomprehensible to me how anyone can 
deliberately choose a seafaring life," he said one 
day to Cairns. *' Now, I suppose you really like 
it, and would rather be on sea than land." 



64 A VOICE FROM THE SEA. 

** Well, yes, sir ; I think I would : we sailors 
get to look on the salt water as a sort of home, 
and a grand big one it is. I don't know but what 
we are better off than them who live in some of 
those little houses in towns. Sir, you haven't such 
a thing as a map with you, have you ? " 

•* A map ? What sort of one ? " 

" One of them round 'uns that shows both 
sides of the earth ; I'd like to have a look at old 
England, and see how she lies to America." 

" Let me see," mused Christian, " I ought to 
have one somewhere. I have an indistinct recol- 
lection of seeing it among my things. Til have a 
look, Cairns." 

" Thank'ee, sir ; don't trouble about it now, any 
time '11 do." 

" No time like the present ; if I don't look 
now I shall forget it." 

He went down into the cabin and opened his chest, 
turning out all the contents pell-mell on the floor. 

" There's confusion !" he exclaimed ; " I want 
Maud here to put my things straight for me : 
women always manage that sort of thing better 
than we men. I don't know how it is, but I 
cannot keep my places tidy." 

Folding one thing here and another there, in 
a hopeless indefinite sort of way, he came across 
a letter, sealed and addressed to himself. 

" A letter for me, and not even opened ! " he 
thought, in some surprise. " Where in the world 
did it come from ? " 
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Instantaneously there flashed across his mind 
the recollection of that last night in England, and 
of the rencontre with Milby after midnight 

" What a shame ! " he exclaimed, aloud ; " I 
promised the poor fellow to read it, and here it 
is unopened now. What must he think of me ! " 

He tore it open,and glanced hastily down the page, 
and as he read a sudden change came over his face. 
Turning to the door, he shut and locked it, and 
then, sitting down by the table, rested his elbows 
upon it, and read the letter from beginning to end. 

" I beg your pardon for writing to you, sir, but 
when I heard you were going out in the Eglantine^ 
I felt I must tell you. I know it is as much as 
txiy place is worth to do it, and if Mr. Grant 
knew, he would send me off without any character, 
or with even worse — a bad one. It is betraying 
his private business and violating his confidence, 
and yet I must tell you, for you have been truly 
good and kind to me. When I had no friend 
in the world, you came forward and got me this 
place, and always when you see me you have a 
cheering word, and often you put your hand in 
your pocket to give me what your kindness 
prompts. I shall never forget all you have done 
for a poor, friendless old man, and now that it 
is in my power to tell you what you ought to 
know, I feel that I must do it This morning I 
was standing near Mr. Hilliard's office, when you 
met Captain Thorpe and stopped to speak to 
him. From what was said I gathered that you 

5 
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were going to Quebec in that wretched EglantmCy 
and that she was to sail immediately. I fol- 
lowed you down to the docks and tried to catch 
you alone, but could not do it, and I was forced 
to go back to my work without speaking to you. 
Then I determined to write and w:ait at your 
door till you came home, and give you the letter. 
I heard you say you were not going to your 
father's house. What will you say when I tell 
you } Will you think I am telling a tale made 
up to answer some end of my own } I cannot 
help it if you do. Some months ago, nearly a 
year now, Mr. Grant surveyed the Eglantme. 
She had come to grief in her last voyage, and 
was brought into the dry docks for repairs. He 
made a careful survey, and wrote the result to 
Mr. Hilliard, your father, giving me the letter 
to put in the copying-press. When I took it 
out, I glanced down to see if a fair copy were 
taken ; it was very fair, more so than usual. I 
remember noticing it. This is what he wrote, 
or the substance of it : 'I have made a thorough 
and careful examination of the Eglantine, and 
find her in a very bad condition, rotten almost 
to the core. The butts for mainstays and main- 
top stays are rotten, endangering the mainmast ; 
the mizenmast is unsafe ; the planks, in many 
places, so rotten, as to come to pieces with a 
touch.' I cannot remember all the ship terms 
used ; I don't understand them, but I remember 
Mr. Grant's sum up: *In her present state, the 
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Eglantine is certainly not fit for sea ; indeed, I 
doubt if any repairs will make her seaworthy ; 
that is to say, for a long voyage. As a coaster 
she will be safe enough, if thoroughly repaired.* 
There was a long list of necessary repairs, and 
a full account of the ship's present condition ; 
but, as I said before, I cannot remember them. 
Mr. Grant never knew I saw the letter — that 
is to say, read it. It was my place to put 
letters in the copying-press, but not to read them. 
When the vessel was repaired he went over it 
again, and sent a further report to Mr. Hilliard, 
confirming what he had previously said : She 
was safe as a coaster, but certainly not fit for 
a long voyage. At first I wondered that Mr. 
Hilliard dared send her out after that verdict,, 
but then I remembered that he was a rich ship- 
owner, and Grant a poor man, with an elastic 
conscience and a large family, and the mystery 
was explained. You will forgive me writing 
thus,^Mr. Christian ; my conscience would not 
let me be silent. I rely upon your generosity not 
to betray me ; if you do, I shall lose my place." 

Christian Milliard's first indignant impulse was 
to tear the letter in shreds ; but as he read, the 
truth of the plain, straightforward state forced 
itself upon him, and he sat overwhelmed with 
bitter shame ! — shame, in the knowledge that his 
father had voluntarily, and for the sake of gain, 
sent out the unfortunate Eglantine to risk an 
almost certain destruction. 



CHAPTER THE SIXTH. 

THERE was a hush upon the waters, and a 
deep calm, for there had been no wind for 
days. In the quiet stillness of the night the Eglan- 
tine floated lazily over the smooth surface, leaving 
in her wake a path of shining phosphor-light. 

" That's a pretty enough sight," said the cap- 
tain, pausing by Christian's side as he leaned 
over the rail ; " but I'd rather see the foam on 
some good-sized waves just now. We've had 
enough of this lazy weather." 

" Do you think this calm will last ? " asked 
Christian, his quiet voice betraying nothing of 
the inward storm of bitter shame and grief. 

" Not long now, sir ; the barometer has fallen 
low, and I expect a change soon. The wind is 
rising a little now, I fancy." 

As he spoke the murmur of the wind was heard 
among the rigging, and the sails flapped noisily. 

" Yes, it's coming sure enough ; I thought all 
this calm wasn't for nothing. We shall have a 
gale now, Mr. Christian." 

** That means a storm, I suppose." 

"Well, as likely as not we shall have some 
pretty roughish weather. The sea always reminds 
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me of a cat ; she keeps her claws well hidden till 
the last minute, and then gives a smart scratch. 
It's a treacherous sort of thing, is the sea." 

" Thorpe, in case of a storm, what would you 
do with the cargo ? " asked Christian, abruptly. 

" All depends, sir ; the cargo's pretty heavy, 
but it won't hurt in an ordinary gale." 

" That is to say, if the vessel is sound," replied 
Christian, quietly. 

" Of course, sir." 

" And if it is not ? " 

" But the Eglantine is," replied Captain Thorpe, 
emphatically. 

" No, she is not ! " said Christian, in sharp 
bitter tones, wrung from him by the terrible 
anguish of his heart. " Don't you know when 
a vessel is seaworthy } " 

" No, that I do not, without examining her ; 
neither does any other man. I have never ex- 
amined the Eglantine, but Grant has, and he says 
she's sound enough." 

" There has been some fatal mistake," answered 
Christian, striving to calm the ceaseless whirl of 
thought ; " the Eglantine is not seaworthy." 

Captain Thorpe stared at him in speechless 
amazement. 

" What do you mean, Mr. Christian ? " he ex- 
claimed at last. 

" It has only just come to my knowledge, 
went on Christian, cut to the very heart by the 
necessity for telling this man anything that might 
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throw suspicion upon his father's name. But 
there was no help for it ; the lives of the crew 
must be saved if possible, even at the- expense of his 
father's honour. The rising wind, and now rapidly 
gathering clouds, warned him that there was no 
time to be lost, and that any precautions that 
could be taken should not be delayed a moment. 

"A letter was given me before I left England 
and I slipped it in my pocket and forgot it. Now 
I have come across it and have read it," he said, 
mechanically. " It tells me that the Eglantine 
IS not fit for a long voyage, that no repairs could 
make her so," 

" Who's the letter from ? " asked Captain 
Thorpe, unbelievingly. 

" One who knows," answered Christian, with a 
gesture of mingled pciin and impatience. 

At that moment he could not brook contradic- 
tion or doubt. He knew the letter to be no false 
statement ; those last interviews with his father 
gave fatal confirmation of its truth. He could 
understand now all that had puzzled him then ; 
the strange inexplicable anger with which his 
father had received the news of his intended voyage 
to Quebec ; his utter refusal to show him Grant's 
letter. All was explained now, only too fully. 

"But who could know save Grant and Mr. 
Hilliard } " persisted the captain, still incredulous. 

" I cannot tell you who my informant is ; it is 
enough that I know his statement to be correct," 
said Christian, wearily. " I was forced to tell 
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you in order that all necessary precautions might 
be taken. Have no thought for the cargo ; I 
authorise you to throw every shred overboard 
the moment there appears the least necessity. 
Do not wait till the last moment, but if the 
gale rises pretty fast, do it at once. I not only 
authorise, but, in my father's name, command it" 

" What ! throw the whole cargo overboard for 
a bit of a gale ! " cried the astonished captain. 
" Excuse me, but you must be off your head, Mr. 
Christian ! What would your father say if I were 
to go back and tell him I had pitched everything 
overboard without real necessity ? " 

" There is real necessity ! If the vessel sprang 
a leak in a storm, would she stand a better chance 
with or without a heavy cargo ? " 

"Without it, of course. But who says the 
Eglantine will spring a leak ? " 

" I say there is every fear of it Why will you 
not believe me?" answered Christian, sharply. 
Little used as he was to opposition, coming at 
such a time it irritated him almost beyond en- 
durance. " I will exonerate you from all blame." 

" Mr, Christian," said the captain, slowly, " if 
what you say is true, there has been a great and 
shameful wickedness committed," 

They stood looking at each other in silence : 
the one with the darkness of a gathering suspicion 
on his face, and the gleam of a righteous anger in 
his eyes ; the other overshadowed by the dull, 
heavy stupor of an unutterable grief and shame. 
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" I know it ! " came the low answer, forced by 
an effort from the reluctant lips. " But what I 
say is true." 

" And the Eglantine is unseaworthy ? " 

" She is." 

The captain ripped out a black oath, bringing 
his clenched fist with a heavy blow on the rail. 
" And I persuaded the poor fellows to come to 
their death ! " he exclaimed, fiercely. " Fd rather 
have chopped off my right hand than do such 
devil's work. What am I to say to them, sir } " 

" Is there need to tell them what I have told 
you ? They will obey your orders without know- 
ing the why and wherefore. Would it be wise to 
tell them all 1 " 

The captain pondered. " No, it would not be 
wise," he said. " It would dishearten them, and 
take away perhaps their only chance. Let them 
work on, hoping for the best. Tell me all you 
know, Mr. Christian ; it may guide me somewhat." 
He spoke gently, from his heart pitying the 
proud head bowed with a weight of dishonour far 
worse than death. At the same time, a suspicion 
that a hoax had been played upon Christian 
would force itself upon him ; but as he listened 
to some extracts from the letter it faded away, 
leaving him convinced of the truth of the state- 
ment. 

" Why didn't the writer of that letter, whoever 
he may be, give warning before } Why did he 
w^ait till the very last moment, and then tell you 
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in that way ? There has been foul work, Mr. 
Christian." 

" Not on his part ; he is honest enough. I 
fancy h^ knew nothing of the Eglantine's destina- 
tion till he chanced to hear I was going with her. 
At any rate, it is too late now ; we can only do 
our best for the men. I can trust you to lose 
sight of everything but their safety, Captain 
Thorpe." 

" I will do all I can, sir : no mortal man can 
say more than that." 

** I have only one comfort," said Christian, with 
a ring of passionate feeling in his voice ; " if they 
die, I am here to die with them." 

** That's poor comfort," said the captain, grimly. 
" Most men would have felt it more comforting if 
they had stayed . on shore. You are one of the 
right sort, Mr. Christian." 

He turned away to give some orders to the 
men, and Cairns, who had been standing near, 
came and took his place. 

" We are not going to have such a quiet voyage 
home as we had coming, Mr. Christian. Look at 
them clouds, and hark at the wind, sir ! that 
means mischief. It'll be something more than a 
gale." 

" What makes you think so } " asked Christian, 
with forced composure. 

Cairns shook his head. "I know the signs, 
sir ; this long calm hasn't been for nothing. Vva 
blessed if I can understand the winds ! they're for 
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all the world as if they had life in 'em, and knew 
what they were up to. Here they've been keep- 
ing quiet all this time, just to come down upon 
us with a swoop at last ! Aggravating things 
they are ! " 

The sea was rising rapidly, and overhead the 
black clouds gathered in heavy piles. As mid- 
night drew near the wind grew louder and more 
boisterous, coming in fitful gusts ; and the sullen 
thunder muttered in the distance. 

Coming up from the cabin. Christian found the 
crew busily engaged in lightening the vessel of 
her heavy cargo, and murmuring among them- 
selves at the task. 

" The skipper's clean gone off his head ! " 
grumbled one of the men. " The cargo ain't 
nothing like so heavy as what we brought out, 
and yet he goes and flings it overboard ! " 

" You hold your tongue," said Cairns ; " the 
skipper knows what he's about You don't know 
anything about these latitudes, and we do ; this 
ain't a gale such as you get in the Channel, I 
can tell you ! " 

The wind had increased in fury, and the waves 
were running mountains high, breaking into white 
foaming crests on every side. The heavens were 
of pitchy darkness, save when a vivid lightning 
flash darted through the masses of black cloud, 
illuminating for one moment the wild confusion 
above and below. 

^'I have done all I can, sir," said Captain 



A VOICE FROM THE SEA. 7$ 

Thorpe. " The men are lightening the ship, and 
all we can do now is to wait for results. She 
may weather it yet." 

The morning dawned cold and grey, but still 
the storm raged fiercely. Toward noon the wind 
subsided, and Christian's hopes began to rise. 
Every thought of his heart was a prayer that the 
lives of these men might be saved. In the soli- 
tude of his cabin he wrestled hard with an almost 
overwhelming sense of helplessness and self-con- 
demnation. 

" I brought them into this death," he groaned. 
" Oh, God ! will the responsibility lie with me ? " 
But even as he uttered these words they were 
answered. He saw himself standing before his 
father, and heard the question, " Is the Eglantine 
seaworthy } " And the reply rose up before him 
with torturing distinctness — " She is seaworthy^ 
No ; the responsibility did not lie with him. 

Night again closed round them, and still the 
winds were lulled ; but at ten o'clock they sud- 
denly burst upon the vessel from another quarter, 
splitting the foresail into fragments, and carrying 
it far away in the darkness. If the wind and 
waves had run riot before, they ran wilder riot 
now. Every moment the heavy cross seas swept 
over the deck, carrying everything before them. 

"Hold hard, sir! hold hard!" shouted the 
captain ; " don't let go for your life." 

Christian turned, and saw a vast mountain of 
white crested water looming above them ; and 
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then down it came with a crash, and he lost con- 
sciousness. 

When he came to himself, a strong arm was 
holding him firmly round the waist. " You were 
nearly done for then, Mr. Christian," said Cairns' 
familiar voice. "It's a good thing I was close 
behind you, sir, or you'd have stood no chance of 
seeing old England again. One of the boats is 
gone, worse luck ! " It had been swinging by 
them the minute before, but the mighty strength 
of the wave had snapped its holdings, and carried 
it far to leeward. 

Then, as if the wind were satisfied for a time, 
there v/as a lull, and the waters grew a little 
calmer. Cairns still stood close to Christian. 

"We haven't seen the end yet," he said. "I 
feel a sort of care about you, Mr. Christian, 
because it was 'long of me you came. Won't 
you go down a bit, sir? You ain't used to this 
sort of thing, and maybe you'll want all your 
strength by-and-by." 

"Ay, do," said the captain's voice close at 
hand ; " I want a word with you, sir." 

They went down, and the captain shut the 
door. " Do you know that one of the boats is 
gone ? " he asked. '* That last wave snapped the 
davits as clean as a newly-cut carrot. I never 
saw such a thing in my life before. There is only 
one now, and that the small one.'* 

•'Well.?" said Christian. 

" Well, sir, just this. If what you tell me is 
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true, the ship cannot hold out much longer, and 
will probably spring a leak. In that case the 
boats were our only chance, and now the biggest 
is gone. The little one cannot hold us all." 

Christian looked at him in dull, mute horror. 

" Some must be left here to die," went on the 
captain. 

" How many?" 

So unnatural was the voice, that Thorpe 
started. 

" At least two, besides myself," he answered 
briefly. 

" * Besides yourself ! ' Do you mean to stop ?" 

" Could I ask anyone to stay instead } I can 
ask them to stop with me. Mr. Christian, as sure 
as we live, God's vengeance will fall on him who 
sent the Eglantine out to meet her doom !" 

" It will," said Christian, hoarsely. " God is 
just!" 

" I am not a good man — I never pretended to 
care for such things as religion — but I believe that 
if I die to-night, God will not let the hand that 
sent me, knowingly, to my death, go unpunished. 
If I and my poor fellows go to hell, there'll be a 
lower hell for him who sent us there. Sir, it is 
a foul, cold-blooded murder!" 

" It is ! " groaned Christian. " God help us ! " 

" Do not think I am blaming you, sir. You 
have acted the part of an honest man, and I 
honour you for it Very few would have troubled 
themselves about a few poor sailors as you have 
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done. I must go on deck now, but there's no 
knowing what may happen, and I may never see 
you again, so good-bye, sir." 

His rough voice trembled as he wrung Chris- 
tian's hand, and his eye lingered upon the bronzed 
face, which he had in those few short weeks 
learned to love as he loved no other thing on 
earth. 

The wind was gradually falling, and the moun- 
tainous waves rolling less wildly round the vessel 
when he reached the deck. " She may weather 
it yet," he thought, with a gleam of hope spring- 
ing up ; but the next moment it was dashed out 
for ever. There came a sudden cry in the dark- 
ness, piercing the tumult of the boisterous waves 
and filling every heart with dread : 

" SAe has sprung a leak .'" 

For a moment Captain Thorpe was stupefied 
into silence : then he gave orders mechanically to 
man the pumps. 

Christian, in the cabin below, knew nothing of 
the dismay above. The roar of the tempest was 
all that he could hear ; but the falling of the wind 
was bringing with it hope, when the captain's 
hand fell on his shoulder, and in his face he 
read the fatal truth. 

" The men are hard at work with the pumps, 
Mr. Christian, but it is of no use ; the water is 
rising rapidly, and the hold is filling!" 

Slowly Christian seemed to comprehend his 
meaning. 
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" And the pumps are our last chance ! " he 
said. 

"Our last chance, and it is failing!" 

He went back to the deck, and Christian rose 
to follow. But his head swam, and he sank back 
into his seat. Until that moment he had not 
entirely given up hope. Now the fiat had gone 
forth, and he knew what was coming. 

" Lost !" he murmured, " lost ! God forgive 
him!'' 

How long a time had passed he did not know, 
when he heard the captain's voice in his ear. 

" Come, sir ; the boat is ready." 

They went up and found the men waiting for 
their captain. It was early morning dawn, and 
their faces were haggard with suspense and fear. 
They were no cowards ; but death was staring 
them in the face, and they dared not look at it 

"The boat won't hold all, sir," said one, with 
eager, pleading eyes. He was only a boy, and a 
widowed mother waited his coming in the little 
cottage-home, and — life was sweet. 

" I know it," was the calm reply. " My men, 
some must stay behind ! Who shall it be ! Who 
will stay with me.^" 

" And me V said Christian, stepping to his side. 

There rose a murmur from the men. Not one 
among them but loved and respected the man who 
had voluntarily undergone discomfort and incon- 
venience for their sake, and they revolted against 
leaving him there to die. 
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" Not you, sir ! not you ! " said Cairns, implor- 
ingly. " Let me stay instead. There is room for 
all but two, Captain," he said, turning to Thorpe. 
** Jackson was washed away by that last wave ! 
Mr. Christian can go in his place ! " 

The captain stretched out his hand. " You are 
a brave man to die with. Cairns," he said, simply. 

" Now, sir, if you please ; there is no time to 
spare." 

" What do you take me for } " cried Christian, 
his eyes gleaming with passionate anger and 
indignation. " Get in this moment, Cairns ! " 

" But, sir ! " he pleaded. 

" Do you hear what I say } " came the stern 
. peremptory words, for it was no time for gentle 
persuasion. " Do as I command you." 

A strange lull had fallen on the fury of the 
storm, and the Eglantine was filling fast. The men 
had crowded into the boat, and were waiting for 
the word to push off. 

"Go," repeated Christian, "and take this for 
my father. Give it him from me." He placed a 
letter in his hand as he spoke, and pushed him 
towards the boat. For one moment Cairns hesi- 
tated, and then he threw up his arms passionately. 

" What ! go and leave you here to die ! when I 
was the one as made you come ? Dash it all, sir, 
am I a brute ? Why, the very dogs stay by their 
drowning master. Push off, mates : I'm going to 
stay. Here, Ned, take this letter for Mr. Hilliard. 
Good-bye, mates ! " 
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With his own hand he unfastened the rope, and 
the next minute the boat was far from the fast- 
sinking ship. The young boy cowered down in 
his seat, and hid his face with a shuddering gasp. 
" I wish rd stayed ! " he moaned, " I'd rather 
have died with them ; they're good men." 

" Don't talk of dying, lad," said one, kindly. 
« We'll get home yet." 

And so they left the Eglantine to find her last 
resting-place in the shadowless depths of the wild 
Atlantic. 



CHAPTER THE SEVENTH, 

THE clerks in Mr. Hilliard^s office were gathered 
together in earnest conversation. All work 
seemed to be forgotten in the prevailing excite- 
ment, as they crowded round Headson, the head 
clerk, with eager questioning. 

" You'll send to Mr. Hilliard at once, won't 
you ? " said one. " How do you think he'll take 
it ? " 

A sudden silence fell upon the group, as, at the 
mention of his name, Mr. Hilliard appeared in the 
doorway. 

" Good morning, gentlemen," he said, with icy 
coldness. " I am glad to find your time so well 
employed. Perhaps, however, if you have had 
sufficient recreation, you will oblige me by re- 
turning to your desks." 

They took their seats in perfect silence, for the 
first time untouched by the hated sarcasm ; and he 
passed on into his private office, Headson follow- 
ing. As he shut the door, Mr. Hilliard turned 
sharply round. 

" What do you want?" he asked, with the quick 
accent of irritation. " When I wish for your 
presence, I will ring," 
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" An important telegram has just come, sir," 
was the hesitating reply. " I thought it best to 
tell you at once." 

There was something in his tone, something in 
his face, which drew Mr. Hilliard's attention. 
" What is it ? " he asked. 

" Bad news of one of the vessels, sir. I fear it 
is lost," answered the clerk, wishing himself any- 
where but where he was. 

An awful suspicion began to dawn upon Mr. 
Hilliard's mind, and he stood gazing before him 

with paling face. "Is it ?" He paused, 

unable to frame the name, while the cold, damp 
perspiration broke out upon his forehead. 

" Is it the — Eglanti7te ? " With stern deter- 
mination he forced his lips to utter the words, 
clasping with iron grasp the back of the chair by 
which he stood. 

" Yes, sir ; she sprang a leak, and " 

" Are they saved ? " 

Headson started ; the voice was so strange and 
dull. 

"Some of them, sir," he answered, reluctantly, 
" Most of them, I may say, but ^" 

He could not tell the fated truth, could not 
utter the words which Mr. Hilliard was waiting 
to hear. 

"And my son is dead V came the slow, forced 
words. 

" I fear so, sir ; and the captain and Cairns. 
Jhe rest are saved." 
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" Let me see the telegram." 

Silently he laid it on the table, and went out, 
leaving him alone in the strange stupor of an 
overwhelming horror. 

" The Eglantine was losty and his son was deadr 



" Can I see Mr. Hilliard ? " 

" What do you want him for ? He won't see 
you," was the supercilious reply. 

" Yes, he will, if you tell him I have something 
to tell him about Mr. Christian. I belonged to 
the Eglantine^ 

The footman drew back instantly, his look and 
tone changing. "Come in and sit down. I'll 
tell master you're here, " he said, leading the way 
to the housekeeper's room. " He's over his wine 
now, and don't like to be disturbed." 

The boy drew back. " I can't wait long. Just 
you tell him it's Ned Wright, who went to sea 
'long with Mr. Christian, will you ? I've got 
something for him." 

"What is it.?" asked the man, his curiosity 
excited. " Let me see." 

"You can't see nothing but an envelope, and 
that won't satisfy you ; you'll want to see the 
inside, and you just won't," replied the boy, 
saucily. 

Mr. Hilliard sat alone in his luxuriously 
furnished room, gazing with vacant eyes into the 
blazing fire. His glass of wine stood by his hand 
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untouched, and for the last hour he had not moved. 
At the sound of the opening door he started, 
turning his head with a shrinking fear. 

" If you please, sir, here's a boy who was on 
board the Eglantine : he's got a letter for you," 
said the man, apologetically. 

Mr. Hilliard stared at him with dull, lustreless 
eyes. " The Eglantine — a letter," he repeated, 
mechanically. 

"From Mr. Christian, sir," was the subdued 
reply. " May he come in } " 

At a sign from his master he beckoned the boy 
to enter, and then went out, shutting the door. 

" You have a letter for me." 

" Yes, sir," said the lad, nervously twisting his 
cap. " Mr. Christian he give it Cairns, and Cairns 
give it me. I was to be sure and give it you 
myself, sir." 

He advanced towards the table as he spoke, and 
taking the letter out of his pocket, laid it down. 
It was crumpled and dirty, bearing evident signs 
of salt water. 

" How came you all to leave him there to die ? 
Was there not one among you to lift a finger to 
save hint ? " said Mr. Hilliard, vainly striving to 
steady his trembling hands. 

" He wouldn't come, sir ! Cairns stayed too, 
when there was room for one in the boat They 
wouldn't leave the ship." 

" And she went down. You saw her ? " came 
the scarcely audible words* 
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" We didn't see her sink, sir ; but she was 
filling fast We dared not stay another minute." 

" That will do ; you may go." 

In speechless amazement the boy went out. 

" He never asked one question about Mr. 
Christian ! " he exclaimed, finding his voice out- 
side ; " he didn't even look at the letter ! " 

With an anguish too terrible and strong for 
utterance, Richard Hilliard stood looking at the 
silent messenger on the table. Go near it, touch 
it, he dared not. What did it contain } If he 
opened it, upon what words, what dreaded sen- 
tence would his eyes rest.? In those last hours 
of life, had some strange, mysterious instinct re- 
vealed to his son that one secret ? Would he find 
reproach and bitter scorn within the folded paper ? 
** Open it and know the worst. How could he 
learn the fatal truth ? " urged his stronger will. 
" What have you to fear ? " What had he to fear ? 
He scarcely knew, and yet the dread that was 
upon him was almost more than he could bear. 
Again and again he approached the table, and 
again and again he turned from it with failing 
courage. The wish to know what message had 
come to him from the soq who was now lying 
cold and dead in the depths of the sea, became 
absolute torture in its intensity. 

Slowly, wearily dragged on the heavy hours, and 
still he paced the room with restless steps. Mid- 
night came at last, and the clock chimed out the 
hour. He stood still ^nd listened till the last 
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sound died away, and then with desperate resolution 
drew near once more and took up the crumpled 
envelope. So saturated had it been with salt 
water, that it needed scarcely a touch to unfasten, 
and he held the letter in his hand. For some 
moments the lines swam and intermingled, and 
then stood out with sudden and startling clearness. 

" Father, — It is probably the last time I shall 
ever take up my pen to write to you. When you 
receive this the hand that wrote it will be still for 
ever in the quiet depths of the sea. There is a 
fierce storm raging around us, and you know what 
our chances are of weathering it How can I write 
to you — ^what can I say ? It has come upon me 
with an awful force, crushing me to the ground 
with the bitterest shame ! No matter how I know. 
I do know, and can understand now your refusal to 
show me Grant's letter. *As a coaster she is safe 
enough^ but she is certainly not fit for a long voyage. 
Nothing can make her so' Do you recognise the 
words ? I would rather that you had died than 
that you should have done this deed ! My own 
death I am not speaking of, no^ thinking of ; it 
fades into utter insignificance before the fact that 
you, my father, sent these poor fellows to their 
doom ; that you let me in my ignorance lead them 
to their graves ! That is the bitter overwhelming 
thought ; th^ trusted me^ they gave th^ir lives into 
my keeping, and I brought them here to die. Oh 
God ! it is hard to bear — that you, my father, 
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whom I have loved and honoured, should have 
done this thing ! You, whom I looked up to, and 
trusted as the very soul of honour ! You, whom 
my mother " 

Here the lines were blurred and smeared, 
rendered unreadable by the running of the ink. 
Lower down they again became distinct. 

" But I do not wish to reproach you ; there is 
time for only a few words, and I have other things 
to say. Will you let your son's death be the last 
ever laid to your account } Will you promise me 
that never again shall your hand cause the sound 
of mourning to be heard in the homes of widows 
and fatherless children i I have hestrd some words 
about you this night that I dare not gainsay, that 
I cannot repeat. Father, it is a fearful thing to 
live with the curses of drowning men upon your 
head ! It is a fearful thing to die with the memory 
of those curses in your heart ! God help you " — 
again the lines fading into indistinctness — "and 
for the last time, good-bye'* 

The letter dropped from Richard Milliard's hand, 
and he sank into his arm-chair, his head falling on 
the table. How long he lay in utter insensibility 
he knew not, and at last came returning conscious- 
ness with its torturing memories. Picking up the 
letter, he folded it, and glancing round with 
fearful eyes, opened his desk, and placed it in a 
private drawer. With slow and faltering steps he 
went upstairs to bed, but not to sleep. The wind 
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was howling round the house, now rising, now 
falling, shaking the shutters, and dashing the bare 
boughs of the trees outside against the windows. 
In the darkness he lay and listened till his excited 
imagination called forth voices from the tumult. 
He heard the plaintive cries of little wailing chil- 
dren, calling in vain for the rough hands that 
would never more be laid in tenderness upon their 
sunny curls. He heard the sobs of childless 
mothers, the moans of broken-hearted widows ! 
Then in a wild burst came passionate curses and 
imprecations from the lips of men struggling for 
life in the seething sea, and calling down God's 
wrath upon the hand that had sent them to their 
death. And clear and low through all ran a 
ceaseless undercurrent — "// is a fearful thing 
to die with the memory of those curses in your 
heart!'' 

In vain he got up and paced the floor and tried 
to think of other things ; nothing could banish the 
haunting words. At last, wearied out he sank 
into a fitful, troubled sleep, and in his sleep an 
unutterable horror fell upon him. Round him, on 
every hand, gathered the cold dark waters, filling 
his eyes and mouth and ears, yet letting him hear 
and see. Long bands of slimy seaweed wound 
round him from head to foot, almost stifling him 
in their close embrace ; and at his feet lay the 
bodies of dead men, cold and stiff', with their glassy 
eyes fixed and open. He tried to shout, but his 
voice was choked; he tried to move, but the 
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swathes of seaweed held him fast In an agony 
he struggled, while the contact with dead hands 
chilled his blood with loathing, when suddenly 
through the silent waters came the sound of a voice 
he knew full well — ^** // is a fearful thing to die with 
the memory of t/tose curses in your hearth Then the 
pale lips round him opened, and innumerable 
voices called upon his name in tones of passionate 
rage and reproach. Louder and louder they grew, 
closer and closer gathered the bands of sce^weed, 
dragging him down, down ; and with a cry that 
rang through the house, he awoke. 

Bathed in perspiration, and trembling in every 
limb, he lay and listened to the storm. Stimulated 
by his dream, his busy imagination pictured his 
son lying in the stillness of death among the 
ghastly company of drowned men. He saw the 
beautiful classic face, with the fair hair washed 
from its sunburnt forehead, and seaweeds clinging 
round. He saw the fall of the eyelashes on the 
bronzed cheek, the quiet grace of the folded hands, 
the statuesque repose of the stately form ! 

" Oh God ! " he groaned, in the anguish of his 
heart. " My punishment is greater than I can 
bear." 

The night passed, giving place to day. Once 
more he mingled with the busy world \ but gP 
where he would there followed that neverrceasing 
voice from the sea — " It is a fearful thing to die 

with the fnemory of those curses in your heart^^ 

♦ ♦ # « # 
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Far away on the wide waste of waters a Kttle 
raft was slowly floating on with the tide. Having 
neither rudder nor oar, it lay at the mercy of wind 
and wave. For four long days and nights it had 
floated through storm and calm, and now its 
occupants were well-nigh exhausted. At one end 
sat Christian Hilliard, having Cairns* head on his 
knee, at the other end Captain Thorpe looked on 
in moody silence. 

" It's getting very dark, Mr. Christian," said 
Cairns faintly. " About what time may it be, do 
you think, sir ? " 

" Nearly four, by the light, I should say. Do 
you feel a little stronger, Cairns ? " 

"Nearly four," he repeated dreamily, not 
heeding the question. **I wonder what my 
little maid is doing now. She thinks Tm dead ; 
no, no, not yet They haven't got home to tell. 
Poor little maid ! I wonder what she'll say ! " 

" Cheer up. Cairns," said Thorpe, huskily ; 
** you'll see the child again soon, please God." 

Cairns shook his head faintly. " He don't 
please, captain. I shall never see old England 
again. My time's up." 

They made no reply, for they felt the words 
were true. Gradually the deepening darkness 
gathered round, and the clouds overhead grew 
thick and black. 

" Mr. Christian,*' said Cairns, suddenly, " what 
did the little maid mean about the gate i " 

" What gate } " said Christian, starting. 
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"•In the west ; she said, * When sunset's in the 
west/ It was all gold and rose colour, with little 
flaky clouds." 

" I know ; she was quoting a hymn ; * Jerusalem 
the Golden/ Do you know what that means, 
Cairns ? " 

" Ay, ay, sir : the city with the golden streets. 
What about — the gate — sir ? " 

His voice was failing fast, and Christian bent 
low to listen. 

" * When sunset's in the west, it seems thy gate 
of glory, thou city of the blest.' That is what 
Nannie meant, Cairns." 

** She wanted to know if father would go far 
enough to see the gate. Bless her ! I'm far 
enough for that already. It ain't a very long way 
off, Mr. Christian." 

" Are you going through, Cairns ? " asked Chris- 
tian, gently. 

" Ay, sin He'll take me through. He's stood 
my friend — this many a long year. I've been 
weak, and often — sinful, Mr. Christian, but — I 
always " 

His voice was lost in the low roll of the thunder, 
and a few heavy drops of rain began to fall. 
Christian drew the coat closely up round the 
dying man's throat. 

" Never mind, sir ; I don't feel the cold. Was 
that thunder .? " 

" Yes ; a storm is coming on. Is there anything 
you would like me to do if ^" 
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" If you get safe — to land, you mean, sir. Only 
the little maid." 

" She shall be my especial care all my life," said 
Christian, hastily. " She shall want for nothing." 

The cold wind rose higher and higher, tossing 
the raft to and fro. Suddenly Cairns began to 
talk, and Christian again bent low ; but he was 
not speaking to him. 

" Father's going right out into the light, 
Nannie ; maybe his little maid won't be long a- 
coming after. Out into the gold, Nannie ; right 
through the gate." 

" What's that he's saying, sir } " asked Thorpe. 

" Hush ! he's talking to the child," answered 
Christian, a mist gathering before his eyes. 

** Father always loved his little maid ! He'll 
bring her home something pretty from — the gate — 
no, Quebec ; which is it.^ Where's Mr. Christian?" 

" I'm here, Cairns." 

" Sir, don't fret about it : it weren't your 
doing. It'll all come right in the — West What's 
that.?" 

A vivid lightning flash, followed by a crash of 
thunder, lighted up the dark scene. 

"A bit of the gold, Nannie, shining to light me 
through. Did you hear the gate roll back 1 " 

" Is it peace, Cairns?" asked Christian, striving 
to steady his voice. 

" It's all light in the West, sir. Bright and — 
beautiful light ! I'm going home through — the 
storm ! " 
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Another flash, and then a roar of thunder, and 
the rain came down in torrents. 

" Cairns I " said Christian, laying his hand on 
the cold forehead ; " Cairns, speak ! " 

But there was no answer, for the spirit had 
passed away, 'mid the noise of the storm, into the 
Golden West. They laid him silently down, 
covering the still, dead face, and then waited for 
the morn. It came at last, and Thorpe spoke in 
a low subdued tone : 

" Mr. Christian, won't you say something over 
the poor fellow > " 

They knelt down by the motionless form, and 
bowed their heads in prayer. Then, 'mid the tumult 
of the waves, rose the words of the burial service : 

" I am the resurrection and the life, saith the 
Lord : he that believeth on Me, though he were 
dead, yet shall he live." 

And down into the deep water sank the silent 
form, there to await a sure and certain resurrection 
unto eternal life. 



CHAPTER THE EIGHTH. 

" OO old Richard Hilliard is dying! They say 

*^ he cannot get over the loss of his son who 
went down with the Eglantine. An unfortunate 
piece of business that" 

So spake the busy crowd, and then the subject 
was forgotten. 

In his lonely chamber Richard Hilliard was 
reaping the reward of his ill-spent past. Utterly 
alone — ^for he would admit no acquaintance, and 
friend he had none — he lay on what seemed to be 
his dying bed, uncared for and unloved. All his 
physical wants wefe attended to by his servants, 
but the only one who would have given him the 
loving service of the heart was no longer there. 
Day and night the old man lay in what seemed to 
be a stupor, unheeding all that passed around, and 
drawing nearer the end of life. The doctor shook 
his head as he felt the feeble pulse and tried in 
vain to rouse him. 

" Has he no relative, no friend to care for him?" 
he asked. 

But they looked at each other doubtfully, an- 
swering, " No ; they had never heard him mention 
any. Mr. Christian was all he had." 
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And in his solitude strange visions haunted both 
waking and sleeping hours. Visions of the past 
filling him with remorse ; visions of the present 
thrilling his heart with anguish ; visions of wAat 
might have been, teaching him the bitter lesson of 
a ruined, wasted life. Vivid menlories were ever 
present of doubtful deeds ; and worse — of things 
done, and things left undone ; of words he would 
fain have recalled. But it was too late ! the 
irrevocable past lay far beyond his reach ; he could 
but lie and look at it with the fruitless repentance 

of an aching heart. 

# # # # # 

The shades of evening were fast closing round, 
when two men in rough, weather-beaten garments, 
landed from an American brig. No one noticed 
them as they passed quickly through the busy 
yard, and they rather shunned than courted ob- 
servation. At the entrance of a quiet by-street 
they paused, and Captain Thorpe, for it was he, 
pointed to a house a few yards down. 

" That's where he lived, Mr. Christian," he said, 
in the low, subdued tone with which mention is 
always made of those who are gone. 

" I suppose the child is still there ? " 

Hesitating for one moment. Christian Hilliard 
sprang up the steps and knocked at the door. A 
clean, tidy-looking woman in a widow's cap opened 
it, and looked at him in some astonishment It 
was not often they had such a visitor, 

" Is this where Edward Cairns used to live ? " 
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" Yes, sir ; he used to lodge here." 

" Is his little girl still here ? " 

" Little Nannie ! Lor', sir, she's dead this six 
weeks or more ! " 

" Dead ! " cried Christian, sharply ; " what was 
the matter with her ? What did she die of ? " 

" She'd been ailing a long time, sir," answered 
the woman, wondering what interest he could 
possibly have in the child. " The doctor said she 
was in a decline." 

" Did she have everything that was needful ? 
Did she want for anything i " 

She shook her head. 

" No, sir ; that she didn't want for anything. 
Cairns, he was a good father, and left me plenty 
of money to buy things for her. She had wine 
and grapes — ^hot-house grapes, sir ; not many, you 
know ; she never eat much, didn't Nannie." 

" When did she die } " 

" Let me see ; six, no, seven weeks ago come 
Friday. 

" Next Friday !" echoed Thorpe, with a sudden 
start. "Why, that was the very night he died, 
Mr. Christian." 

"The very night," repeated Christian, quietly. 
" Perhaps he knew." 

They passed on, and at the cross-roads parted ; 
Thorpe going towards his own home. Christian 
towards Mr. Ingleton's. There was a light in the 
little sitting-room, and he stopped and looked 
through the Venetians. By the fireplace sat Maud, 

7 
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with her hands idly folded on her lap. She was 
in deep black, and the sweet face looked fairer 
than ever in its quiet sadness. 

For a few minutes he stood and watched, 
debating within himself whether he should go in 
at once, or break the news in some other way first ; 
but the temptation to see for himself the brighten- 
ing of the wistful eyes was too strong, and he went 
in. He knew the ways of the house, and where 
. everybody was likely to be at that time. The 
door of the room was only closed, and with a 
gentle push it opened noiselessly. As he stepped 
across the floor she looked up in quick surprise, 
wondering at the heavy footfall. There was one 
moment of agonising doubt, and then the light of 
a joy too great for words. Never till then had 
Christian known and realised how dear she was 
to him. 

The wondering family soon gathered round, 
scarcely able to believe that it was really Christian 
in the body. 

" But I don't understand," said Mr. Ingleton, in 
his bewilderment. "Didn't the Eglantine spring 
a leak and go down.? That's what they told 
us." 

" Papa, don't you understand } " said Maud, her 
face glowing with proud happiness. "Tell him 
from the beginning, Christian." 

" Yes, sir, the vessel sprang a leak, and we sent 
the men oflf in a boat, but by some unknown means 
the water stopped coming in. We were expect- 
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ing every minute to be our last, and indeed there 
would not have been the slightest chance for us 
if the storm had continued. It seemed to cease 
at once, and the waves grew calmer. Cairns came 
and told us that the water did not rise in the hold, 
but we could not believe it ; it seemed too good 
to be true. However, it was true, though how it 
came about we never knew. Something got 
blocked in the hole and stopped it up, I suppose ; 
such things have happened before now. Then 
we set to work and made a raft, not daring to 
stay in the Eglantine ; there was no safety in 
her ; she was knocked about so fearfully. A very 
little would put an end to her, so we left her to 
her fate." 

" Did she sink, do you think } " asked a 
younger sister, with breathless interest. 

" I fear so ; indeed, there was no chance of 
anything else." 

"And you floated about on that raft for five 
days ? " 

" For five long weary days." 

" Christian," whispered Maud, as she wished 
him good-night at the door ; " perhaps he was 
really talking to his little girl." 

" Perhaps so, darling ; we cannot tell." He 
had been telling her of that lonely death in the 
midst of the storm, and the hot tears had fallen 
fast as she listened. " We cannot know at what 
moment the veil is lifted." 

He turned away from the brightness and light 
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into the cold dark night. They had told him of 
his father's illness, and he could not stay away 
from him. Mr. Ingleton overtook him at the gate. 

" rU walk with you, Christian,'* he said ; " it's 
a dreary walk alone/' They walked on, talking 
of the unfortunate Eglantine^ till they came to 
the lodge gate. 

"Miles will think it's your ghost: he'll have 
a fit," said Mr. Ingleton, as the old gate-keeper 
appeared with his lamp. 

" Be it the doctor "i " he said, peering into the 
darkness. " Be the master worse ? " 

" Don't you know me, Miles ? " 

At the sound of the familiar voice, the old man 
started. 

"Who be you?" he asked fearfully. "Not 

why, it is ! Mr. Christian ! " 

" Are you sure it isn't his ghost, Mr. Miles ? " 
said Mr. Ingleton, jokingly. 

" Ghost, sir ! not it, sir ! I know him too well. 
Drat the gates, they won't open ! Come in, Mr. 
Christian! bless you, sir! This is a night, sure-ly!" 

In his delight he seized Christian by the arm 
and held him fast. 

" Then you wasn't drowned, after all > I can't 
scarcely believe my old eyes. Won't the old 
master be glad." 

" How is he. Miles ! " 

" He was sinking fast the last time as I heard, 
sir. Do'ee come in and let my old 'oman see 
you, sir ; it'll do her such a power o' good." 
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" I'll come and see her to-morrow," answered 
Christian, kindly. " I will bring her something 
that will cheer her up. Go in and go to bed 
Miles : you will increase your rheumatism out 
in this cold." 

Wishing Mr. Ingleton good-night, he went up 
to the house. The man who opened the door 
almost shrieked in his fear. Like many of his 
class, he was superstitious, and thought it was a 
ghost. The other servants came flocking round, 
overwhelming him with their simple, honest joy. 
Not one among them but loved Mr. Christian, 
and they could scarcely realise that he was once 
more amongst them in perfect health and strength. 

He spoke to all and each, and then passed on 
up the broad staircase. At his father's door he 
paused. " Go in," he said to the housekeeper, 
who had followed him. " Go in and see if he is 
awake." 

She went in, and in a minute returned. " Am 
I to tell him you are here, sir } " she whispered. 

" Yes, you had better. Tell him very gently." 

She went back, and he heard the low murmur 
of her voice wathin. But though he listened 
intently, he could not hear his father's. After 
what seemed to him an interminable time, she 
again appeared. 

" He don't seem to understand, Mr. Christian ! 
I've told him over and over, but he only looks 
at me as if he didn't hear. Will you come and 
speak to him yourself, please i " 
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He went into the silent, darkened room, with 
a curious sensation, as if he were walking in a 
dream, and would by-and-by awake to a reality. 
How would his father meet him ? There came 
over him with a rush the memory of that last 
meeting, when he had been so curtly refused an 
interview. Would he meet with similiar treatment 
now ? He advanced to the bedside, and stood 
looking down upon the worn, haggard face on the 
pillow. So altered — so strangely altered, he 
scarcely knew it. 

The sunken eyes looked up into his with a 
glaring, questioning gaze, but the pale lips made 
no movement. 

" Father," he said gently, bending low, " I 
have come safely back, you see." He did not 
know what to say, so spoke the first words that 
presented themselves. Mr. Hilliard made no reply. 

" The brig, Columbus — picked us up " 

" Whom .? " interrupted his father, in a low 
whisper. 

" Thorpe and me," answered Christian, with 
painful reluctance. 

A sharp spasm of pain caused his father's face 
to darken. 

" Where is he — Cairns ? " 

" He died at sea." 

" Did he — did he curse me first } " 

"Father!" cried Christian, unutterably shocked, 
more by the tone than the words. " He died at 
peace with all, both God and man." 
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" Ah, he didn't know ? " 

** You did not know Cairns, father ! he was so 
true, and good, and brave. If he had known all 
he would have forgiven you." 

" Why ? " 

" Because he also had had much forgiven." 

Mr. Hilliard closed his eyes with an impatient 
frown. 

With weary, saddened heart, Christian sat in 
the desolate room. Glad of an excuse to get 
down among the servants, the nurse had gone 
out when he came in, and he was alone with the 
dying man. That he was dying he could not 
doubt; there was the seal of death on the sunken 
mouth and in the dimmed eyes. He spoke to 
him several times, but there was no response 
and at last he sank into a reverie. There 
came before him a striking, painful contrast — 
that of Cairns' last hours, with their glad 
going home^ and the sad and hopeless waiting 
now before him. His heart ached as he re- 
called the peaceful words, " All is bright^ beauti- 
ful light in the West,'' and pictured the opening 
of the " Gate of Glory." He would gladly, 
freely have given up all his father's wealth to 
ensure for him such an entrance into the here- 
after. 

The night passed away, and daylight came 
once more, bringing with it the congratulations of 
friends and acquaintances. They crowded round 
him, as he rode into town on Lucrece, shaking his 
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hand as if they would shake it off. People he 
had never spoken to before came up to him with 
welcoming looks and words. 

" It is really worth being drowned, to come 
back and find how kindly disposed one's neigh- 
bours are," he said. 

" Ah, yes, // we could only come to life again, 
sir," said a man, standing near. 

" What, Lucas ! is that you } " cried Christian. 
" When did you g^et here ? " 

" We got picked up, and brought straight away 
home, sir. Is it true, sir, about Cairns } " lie 
added, hesitatingly. 

" Only too true, Lucas I he died a noble 
death." 

" Will you tell us all about it some day, sir ? 
Me and my mates wants to put up a stone or 
some'ut, about it, and perhaps youll tell us what 
to put on it" 

" ril help you, certainly," said Christian, sadly. 

" How's the old master, sir } He ain't a-going 
too, is he } " 

" I'm afraid so, Lucas." 

The news of Christian's safety spread like wild- 
fire over the town, and people flocked to the doors 
to see him as he passed. It was very pleasant 
to him to hear the many heartfelt congratulations 
on his escape from an ocean grave, and to see the 
smiling faces of those who rejoiced in his return 
to home and his friends. He had not known till 
then how many knew and loved him. On his 
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way home, he met the doctor who attended his 
father, and stopped to speak to him. 

" Well, Mr. Christian, this is good news I hear ; 
the place is full of it," said the old man heartily. 
'* I am only sorry you find your father so ill ; the 
shock was too great, too severe, for his nervous 
system." 

" The nurse tells me you give no hope, is it 
so ? " asked Christian anxiously. " I have been 
to your house to see you ; but of course you were 
out. I could not get back sooner ; so many have 
waylaid me. You have seen my father ? " 

" Just come from him. No, Mr. Christian, I'm 
afraid to give you any hope ; he is sinking fast," 
answered the doctor gravely, and with evident 
sympathy. " If you had come back sooner, he 
might — but I don't know ; he was never strong, 
you know. I will call again this evening." 

Still lying in half-unconsciousness, Christian 
found his father. Even in that short time, there 
was a change in the pallid face ; a deeper sinking 
of the eyes and mouth. 

" The end cannot be far off," he thought, as he 
stood and watched with heavy heart " If he 
would but speak! — if he would but give some 
sign of repentance for the past ! " 

But the hours slowly wore away, and still he 
lay in silence. Now and then Christian thought 
he was going to speak, and bent over him with 
eager waiting, but each time he was deceived, and 
returned to his seat in bitter disappointment. At 
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last, night came once more with its darkness, and 
the quiet moaning of the wintry wind. Within 
the sick-chamber, all was mournful desolateness ; 
without, all was dreary, melancholy blackness. 
Within was no ray of glorious light from the 
golden gate, shining upon the dying eyes ; with- 
out, no star shone out from the cloud-covered sky. 

" Father," said Christian, touching the cold 
hand on the coverlet ; " father, can you hear me ? 
Can you speak one word } " 

The old man slowly opened his eyes, gazing 
with dull, meaningless expression into the anxious 
face above him. 

" Father, tell me one thing ; you did not know- 
ingly send the Eglantine out " 

He stopped suddenly, startled by the rush of 
life into the haggard face. 

" It — it " The repeated word came in 

heavy gasps from the parched lips. 

" It is what } " asked Christian, soothingly. 
" What do you mean, father } " 

The sunken eyes, full of agony, looked up to 
him in mute entreaty. 

" // is a — fearful thing — to die" 

Again the gasp for breath, the struggle for 
speech. 

" With the memory of those curses^ A deep 
silence fell upon the night There came no sound 
from wind or sea, no sound from the cold, dead 
lips. 

" Father ! " cried Christian, with a shuddering 
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recollection of how and where he had written 
those words. " There came no curse from the 
Eglantine'^ 

Too late ! Silent and motionless, in the quiet 
sleep of death, lay Richard Hilliard, gone to the 
unknown hereafter. 



The End. 
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The Prophet of Sorrow ; or, the Life and Times of 

Jeremiah. By the Rev. Thornley Smith. Crown Svo. Price 3s. 6d. 

The Holy Child Jesus ; or, the early Life of Christ : viewed 

in connection with the History, Chronology, and Archaeology of the Times. 
By the Rev. Thornley Smith. Foolscap Svo. Price is. 6d. 
An Exposition of St. Paul's Epistle to the Romans. By 
the Rev. Henry W. Williams, D.D. Crown Svo. Price 6s. 

An Exposition of the Epistle to the Hebrews. By the 

Rev. Henry W. Wiluams, D.D. Crown Svo. Price 6s. 
Scripture compared with Scripture. A Plan for Daily 

Bible Reading throughout die Year. Price 4d. Limp cloth, gilt edges, 6d. 

BIOGRAPHICAL. 

Asbury (Francis), The Pioneer Bishop : Life and Times of. 

By W. p. Strickland. Royal samo. Price zs. ; Gilt edges, xs. 4d. 
Alpine Missionary (The) ; or, the Life of J. L. Rostan, 

Missionary Pastor in France, Switzerland, and the Channel Isles. By the 
Rev. Matthew Lbueyrb. Translated from the French Edition, by the 
Rev. A. J. French, B.A. With a Portrait. Crown Svo. Price 3s. 6d. 

Ball (H.) Memorials of Miss Hannah Ball, of High 
Wycombe. The first Methodist Sunday School Teacher. Foolscap Svo. 
Price zs. 6d. 

Birchenall (J.) The Life of John Birchenall, M.R.C.S., 
F.L.S., of Macclesfield : including Autobiography, Extracts from Diary, 
Sketches, Aphorisms, &c. By the Rev. A. J. French, B.A. Crown Svo. 
With Portrait, and an Introduction by the Rev. J. H. Rigg, D.D. Price 5s. 

Boardman (R.) The Western Pioneers ; or. Memorials of 
the Rev. Richard Boardman and Joseph Pilmoor, the First Preachers 
appointed by John Wesley to labour in North America ; with Brief Notices 
of Contemporary Persons and Events. By the Rev. J. P. Lockwood. 
Crown Svo. With Portraits and Illustrations. Price 3s. 

Bramwell (W.) The Christian Minister in Earnest. A 

Memoir of die Rev. William Bramwdl ; containing Extracts from his Cor- 
respondence, and a Delineation of his Personal and Ministerial Character. 
By the Rev. Thomas Harris. With a Portrait. Royal zSmo., gilt edges. 
Price 3S. Cheap Edition. Royal asmo. Price is. 



PUBLICATIONS OF 



Bunting (William M.)> Memorials of. Being Selections 

from his Semons, Letters, and Poems. Edited by the Rev. G. Stringek 
Rows. With a Biographical Introductioa by Thomas Psrcivai Bunting. 
Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 6d. 

Carvosso (W.) Memoirs of William Carvosso. Written 

by himself, and edited by his Son. With a Pmtrait. Royal x8rao. Gilt 
edges. Price as. 6d. Cheap Edition. Royal 32mo. Price zs. 

Casson (H.) Christianity in Earnest: the Life and 
Labours of the Rev. Hodgson Casson. By A. Steele. Foolscap 8to. 
With Portrait. Price as. 

Clarke (A.) The Life of Dr. Adam Clarke. By the Rev. 
Dr. Etheridgb. With a Portrait. Post Svo. Price 3s. 6d. 
Cheap Edition. Royal same. Price zs. 6d. 

Coke (T.) The Life of Thomas Coke. By the Rev. Dr. 
Etheridgb. With a Portrait. Post Svo. Price 3s. 6d. 
Cheap Edition. Royal 32mo. Price zs. 6d. 

Collins (T.) The Life of the Rev. Thomas Collins. By the 
Rev. Samuel Coley. Fifth Edition, with Portrait. Crown Svo. Price 3s.6d. 

Cryer (M.) Holy Living Exemplified in the Life of Mrs. 
Mary Crver, of Manaargoody, South India. By the Rev. Alfred Barrbtt. 
Royal 32mo. Price is. ; gilt-edges is. 4d. 

Dixon (J.) The Life of James Dixon, D.D., Wesleyan 

Minister. Written by his Son, Richard Watson Dixok, M.A., Minor 
Canon in Carlisle Cathedral Church. With three Portraits of Dr. Dixok, 
and a Vignette <^ his Birthplace. Crown Svo. Price 7s. 6d. 

Dixon (T.) The Earnest Methodist. A Memoir of the late 
Mr. Thomas Dixon, of Grantham. By his Nephew, the Rev. Joseph 
Dixon. Foolscap Svo. With Portrait. Price ss. 

Father Reeves, the Methodist Class Leader. By Edward 

Cordsroy. iSmo. Price zs. 

Fletcher (J.) The Life of the Rev. John Fletcher. By 
the Rev. Joseph Bensoit. Witli a Pwtrait. lamo. Price 3s. 6d. 
Cheap Edition. Royal samo. Price zs. 

Fletcher (Mrs.) Life of Mrs. Fletcher. By Rev. H. Moore. 

With Portrait. Crown Svo. Price 3s. 6d. Cheap Edtn. Royal 32mo. Price zs. 

George (E.) Memoirs of Elizabeth George. By the Rev. 
Henry J. Piggott, B.A. With a Portrait. Crown Svo. Price as. 6d. 

Grimshaw (W.), Incumbent of Haworth. By the Rev. R. 

Spence Hardy. With a Portrait. Crown Svo. Price 3s. 

Hall (S. R.) Life of the Rev. Samuel Romilly Hall. By 
the Rev. Thomas Nightingale. Crown Svo. With Portrait. Price as. 6d. 

Hessel (Eliza.) True Womanhood; or, Memorials of 
Miss Eliza Hessel. By the Rev. Joshua Priestley. Crown Svo. With 
Portrait. Price 3s. : gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 
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Hunt (J.) The Life pf John Hunt, Missionary to the 

Cannibals in Fiji. By the Rev. Gborgb Stringer Rows. Foolscap 8to. 
With Portrait and other Illustrations Price as. 6d., limp cloth, in. M. 

Jackson (T.) Lives of Early Methodist Preachers. Chiefly 

written by themselves. Edited, with an Introductory Essay, by the Rev. 
Thomas Jackson. Library Edition, Six Vols. Crown 8vo. Price 19. 
Cheap Eldition, Six Vols. Foolscap 8vo. Price gs. 

Jackson (T.) Recollections of My Own Life and Times. 
By Thomas Jackson. Edited by the Rev. B. Frankland, B.A. With 
an Introduction and Postscript by G. Osborn, D.D. With a Portrait. 
Crown Svo. Price 3s. 6d. 

Lockwood (A.) Little Abe : or, the Bishop of Berry Brow. 

Being the Life of Abraham Lockwood, a quaint and popular Local Preacher 
in the Methodist New Connexion. By F. Jewell. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
gilt edges. With Portrait Price as. 6d. 

M'Owan (P.) A Man of God; or, Providence and Grace 

Exemplified in a Memoir of the Rev. Peter M'Owan. By the Rev. John 
M'OwAN. Crdwn Svo. Price 5s; 

Miller (W. E.) Life of the Rev. W. E. Miller. By the 

Rev. Dr. Dixon. Foolscap Svo. Price as. ; limp cloth, is. 6d. 
Nelson (J.) The Journal of Mr. John Nelson. Royal 

iSmo. Price xs. 6d. Clieap Edition. Royal samo. Price xod. 
Newton (R.) The Life of the Rev. Robert Newton, D.D. 

By the Rev. Thomas J ackson. With a Portrait. Crown Svo. Price as. 6d. 
Cheap JLdition. Royal samo. Price is. 6d. 

Ouseley (Gideon.) The Life of Gideon Ouseley. By the 

Rev. William Arthur, M.A. Eighth thousand. Crown Svo., with 

Portrait Price 3s. 6d. 
Powell (Walter.) The Thorough Business Man. Memoir 

of Walter Powell, Merchant, London and Melbourne. By the Rev. B. 

Grbgory. Seventh Edition. Crown Svo., with Portrait. Price 3s. 6d. 
Priestley (M. A.) Memonals of Mary Anne Priestley, 

Wife of the Rev. Joshua Priestley. By her Husband. Foolscap Svo. 

With Portrait. Price is. 6d. 
Recollections of Methodist Worthies. Foolscap Svo. Price is. 
Richardson (C.) The Peasant Preacher: Memoir of Mr. 

Charles Richardson. By the Rev. J. £. Coulson. Royal 3amo. Price is.; 

Gilt edges, is. 4d. 

Rogers (Mrs.) The Experience and Spiritual Letters of 

Mrs. Hester Ann Rogers. iSmo. Gilt edges. Price zs. 6d. 
Cheap Edition. Royal 3amo. Price zod. 
Rogers (Mrs.) The Experience, Letters, and Journal of 

Mrs. Hester Ann Rogers. Royal zSmo. Gilt edges. Price 3s. 6d. 
Shaw (Barnabas.) The Story of his Life and Labours in 

South Africa. By the Rev. William Moistbr. Crovm Svo. Portrait and 

Illustrations. Price 3s. 6d. 



8 PUBLICATIONS OF 



Shaw (W.) Memorials of the Life and Labours of the 
Rev. William Shaw, of Soudi Africa. Crown 8vo. Price as. 6d. 

Shaw (Mrs.) Long Life and Peace : Memorials of Mrs. 
Elizabbth Shaw, of St. Austell. By Rev. R. C Bakratt. Fgolscap 8vo. 
Price 3S. 

Shillington (T. A.) Christian Thoroughness : A Memorial 
Sketdi of Thomas Avbkkll Shillington, J.P., of Portadown. By the 
Rev. John Dwvbr. Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 

Shrewsbury (J. B.) Christ trlorified in the Life, Experi- 
ence, and Character of Joseph B. Shrewsbury O^te Medical Student, and 
. Wesleyan Local Preacher, of Bradford, Yorkshire). Written by his Father. 
Royal 39mo. Price xs. ; Gilt edges, is. 4d. 

Smith (J.) Memoirs of the Life, Character, and Labours 

of the Rev. John Smith. By the Rev. R. Trbpfrv, Jun. With an Intro- 

ductory Essay by die Rev. Dr. Dixon. Royal xSmo. Gilt edges. Price 38* 

Cheap Edition, without the Introductory Essay. Price zs. 

Smith (J.) A Methodist Pioneer : The Life and Labours of 

John Smith, including Notices of Early Methodism in the North of Ireland. 
By C. H. Crookshank, M.A. Foolscap 8vo. Price is. 6d. 

Stoner (D.) Memoirs of the Rev. David Stoner. By the Rev. 
Dr. Hannah and Mr. William Dawson. With a Portrait. Rojral z8mo. 
Gilt edges. Price as. 6d. Cheap Edition. Royal 32mo. Price xs. 

Taylor (M. C.) Memoir of the Rev. Michael C. Taylor. 
With Extracts from his Correspondence. By the Rev. B. Hbllibr. Crown 
8vo. Price 3S. 6d. 

Threlfall (W.) Memorials of the Rev. W. Threlfall. By 
the Rev. Samubl Broadbknt. iSino. With Portrait. Price zs. 6d. 

Toase (W.) Memorials of the Rev. William Toase. 

Compiled by a Friend. With an Introduction by the Rev. William 
Arthur, M.A. Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 6d. 

Treffry (R.) Memoirs of the Rev. R. Treffry, Jun. 
With Select Remains. By his Father, the Rev. Richard Trbppky. With 
a Portrait, xamo. Price 4s. 6d. 

Tucker (Mrs. J.) Memoir of Mrs. Jane Tucker, wife of 

the Rev. Charles Tucker, some time Missionary to Haabai and Tonga. By 
Mrs. G. F. White. Edited by the Rev. H. W. Wiluams, D,D. Crown 
8vo. Price as. 6d. 

Turner, James; or. How to Reach the Masses. By £. 

M*Hardib. Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 

Vasey (T.) The Life of the Rev. Thomas Vasey. By his 
Widow. Crown 8vo. With Portrait. Price as. 6d. 

Waddy (S. D.) The Life of the Rev. Samuel D. Waddy, 

D.D. By his Yoimgest Daughter. Crown 8vo.( with Two Portraits. Price 5s. 
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Watson (R.) Memoirs of the Life and Writings of the 
Rev. Richard Watson. By the Rev. Thomas Jackson. With a Portrait. 
Royal i8mo. Price 3s. 6d. 8vo. Price 6t. 

Wesley (C.) The Life of the Rev. Charles Wesley. 

CompristBg a Review of his Poetry ; Sketches of the Rise and Progress of 
Methodism ; with Notices of Contemporary Events and Characters. By the 
Rev. Thomas Jackson. Witii a Portrait. Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 6d. 

Wesley (C.) The Journal of the Rev. Charles Wesley. 

With Selections from his Correspondence and Poetry, and an Introduction 
by the Rev. Thomas Jackson. Two Vob. Royal zSmo. Price 7s. 

Wesley (J.) The Life of the Rev. John Wesley. By the 
Rev. RiCHAKD Watson. With a Portrait. - Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 6d. 
Cheap Edition. Royal 32010. Price zs. 4d. 

Wesley (J.) His Life and his Work. By the Rev. M. 
Lelibvkb. Translated by the Rev. A. J. French. Wiiti a Portrait Crown 
8vo. Price 38. 

Wesley (J.) The Living Wesley, as he was in his Youth 

and in his Prime. By the Rev. Jamks H. Rigg, D.D., Principal of the 
WesUyan Training College, Westminster. Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 

Wesley (J.) The Father of Methodism : A Life of the 
Rev. John Wbslbv, A.M. . By Mrs. Cosslett. Second Edition, 
enlarged. Foolscap 8vo. Forty-five Illustrations. Price is. 6d. 

Wesley (J.) The Journals of the Rev. John Wesley. 

Four Vols. Crown 8vo. Price zos. 

West (F. A.) Memorials of the Rev. Francis A. West. 

Being a Selection from his Sermons and Lectures. With a Biographical 
Sketch by one of his Sons, and Personal Recollections by the Rev. B. 
Grbgoky. Crown 8vo. Price 4s. 

Wharton (H.) The Story of the Life and Missionary 

Labours of the Rev. Henry Wharton in the West Indies, the Gold Coast, 
and Ashanti. By the Rev. W. Moistsr. Crown Svo. With Portrait and 
Illustrations. Price 3s. 6d. 

Wood 0.) The Life of the Rev. Joseph Wood. With 
Extracts from his Diary. By the Rev. H. W. Williams. With a Portrait. 
Crown Svo. Price 3s. 

The Methodist Family Library of Standard Biographical 

and other Works, designed to promote Spiritual Life. Twenty-one Volumes. 
Royal 32mo. Price 93s.; or in Handsome Box, 39s. Gilt edges, 39s,; or 
in Handsome Box, 36s. 6d. 



Wesley's (Rev. John and Charles) Poetical Works : A 

New and Complete Edition. Reprinted from the Originals, with the last 
corrections of the Authors ; together with the Poems of Charlbs 
Wbslby not before published. Collected and Arranged by the Rev. 
Gborgb Osborn, D.D. Thirteen Volimies. Crown 8vo. Price £3 i8s 



TO PUBLICATIONS OF 



ROMAN CATHOLICISM. 

Elliott (C.) Delineation of Roman Catholicism, drawn from 

the Authentic and Acknowledged Standards of the Church of Rome ; in which 
her peculiar Doctrines, Morals, and Usages are Stated, Treated at La ge, and 
Confuted. By the Rev. Charles Elliott, D.D. New Edition, with a 
Supplement ; being an Exposition of certain changes which the Papacy has 
undei^one during the Pontificate of Pius IX. By William Harris Rulb, 
D.D. Price Z3s. 6d. ; Half-bound in Morocco, 17s. 6d. 

Thg Supplement is sold separately^ Price ax. dd. 

Rule (W. H.) History of the Inquisition, from its Establish- 

hient in the Twelfth to its Extinction in the Nineteenth Century. By 
the Rev. W. H. Rulr, D.D. Third Edition, with a new chapter on 
"Walling Up." Two Vols. 8vo. With lUustrations. Price 158. 

Rule (W. H.) Martyrs of the Reformation : a History of 

Martyrdoms, Confessions, and Sufferings, from the Dawn of the Reformation 
to the Nineteenth Century. By the Rev.W. H. Rulb, D.D. 8vo. Price 8s. 

Robinson (£. J.) The Mother of Jesus not the Papal 

Mary. By the Rev. E. J. Robinson. Crown 8vo. Price 6s. 

Authentic Report of the Discussion held in Rome on the 

Evenings of February 9th and loth, 187a, between Catholic Priests and 
Evangelical Ministers, concerning the Coming of St. Peter to Rome. Trans- 
lated by the Rev. William Arthur, M.A. Paper covers. Crown 8vo., 
Price 6d. ; Cloth, Price xs. 

METHODISM. 

Williams (H. W.) The Constitution and Polity of Wes- 
leyan Methodism. Being a Digest of its Laws and Institutions. Brought 
down to the Conference of 1880. By the Rev. Henry W. Williams, D.D. 
Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 6d. 

Pierce <Wm.) Ecclesiastical Principles and Polity of the 
Wesleyan Methodists. Comprising a Complete Compendium of their Laws 
and Regulations, from 1774 to 1872. Revised by the Rev. Dr. Jobson. 
Royal 8vo., Price 15s. ; Half Morocco, Price 20s. 

Christophers (S. W.) Class Meetings in relation to the 
Design and Success of Mediodism. By the Rev. S. W. Christophbrs. 
Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 

Ri&& (J* H.) The Connexional Economy of Wesleyan 

Methodism in its Ecclesiastical and Spiritual Aspects. By Jambs H. Rigg, 

D.D. Crown 8vo. Price 3s. 6d. 
Rigg (J. H.) The Churchmanship of John Wesley, and 

the Relations of Wesleyan Methodism to the Church of England. By Jambs 

H. Rigg, D.D. Crown 8vo. Price 9s.6d. 

Stevens (A.) The History of Methodism from its Origin 
to the Centenary Year. By Abel Stbvbns, LL.D. Ihree Volumes. 
Crown 8vo. With Portraits. Price xss. 
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GENERAL LITERATURE- 

PRICE POUR SHILLINGS. 
Our Indian Empire : Its Rise and Growth. By the Rev. 

J. Shaw Banks. Imperial i6mo. Thirty-five Illustrations and Map. 

Zoology of the Bible. By Harland Coultas. Preface 

by die Rev. W. F. Moulton, D.D. Imperial i6mo. za6 Illustrations. 

Missionary Anecdotes, Sketches, Facts, and Incidents. 

By the ftev. William Moistbr. Imperial i6mo. Eight Page Illustrations. 

Northern Lights; or, Pen and Pencil Sketches of Nineteen 
Modem Scottish Worthies. By the Rev. J. Marrat. Crown 8vo. Portraits 
and Illustrations. 

PRICE THREE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE. 

Rambles in ISible Lands. By the Rev. Richard Newton, 

D.D. Imperial i6mo. Seventy Illustrations. 
'Land of the Mountain and the Flood': Scottish Scenes 

and Scenery delineated. By the Rev. Jabbz Marrat. Imperial z6mo. 

Map and Seventy-six Illustrations. 
Popery and Patronage. Biographical Illustrations of Scotch 

Church History. Imperial x6mo. Ten Illustrations. 

Wycliffe to Wesley : Heroes and Martyrs of the Church in 

Britain. Imperial i6mo. Twenty-four Portraits and Forty other Illustrations. 

John Lyon; or, From the Depths. By Ruth Elliott. 

Crown 8vo. Five Pull-page Illustrations. 

Chronicles of Capstan Cabin ; or, the Children's Hour. By 
J. Jackson Wrav. Imperial i6mo. Twenty-eight Illustrations. 

The Thorough Business Man : Memoir of Walter Powell, 
Merchant. By Rev. B. Gregory. Seventh Edtn. Crown 8vo., with Portrait. 

The Life of Gideon Ouseley. By the Rev. William 

Arthur, M.A. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo. With Portrait. 
Missionary Stories, Narratives, Scenes, and Incidents. 

By the Rev. W. Moister. Crown Bvo. Eight Page Illustrations. 

Sunshine in the Kitchen ; or, Chapters for Maid Servants. 

Fourth Thousand Crown 8vo. Numerous Illustrations. By Rev. B. Smith. 

Way- Marks: Placed by Royal Authority on the King's 

Highway. Being One Hundred Scripture Proverbs, Enforced and Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo. Eight Page Engravings. By Rev. B. Smith. 

Gems Reset ; or, the Wesleyan Catechisms Illustrated by 
Imagery and Narrative. Crown 8vo. By Rev. B. Smith. 

Vice-Royalty ; or, A Royal Domain held for the King, and 
enriched by the King. Crown 8vo. Twelve page lUustns. By Rev. B. Smith. 

PRICE THREE SHILLINGS. 

Glimpses of India and Mission Life. By Mrs. Hutcheon. 
Crown 8vo. Eight Page Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges. 



PRICE TWO SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE. 



Little Abe : or, the Bishop of 

Berry Brow. Being the Life of 
Abraham Lockwood, a quaint and 
popubr Local P*reacher in the Me- 
thodist New Connexion. By F. 
Jbwbll. Crown 8vo. Ooth, gilt 
edges. With Portrait. 

Cecily ,. A Talc of the English 
Reformation. By Emma Lrslib. 
Crown 8vo Five full page lUust. 

Glimpses of India and Mis- 
sion Life. By Mrs. Hutch Roir. 
Crown 8vo. £ight Page Illustra- 
tions. 

The Beloved Prince . A Me- 
moir o^ His Royal Highness, the 
Prince Consort. By William 
Nichols. Crown 8vo. With Por- 
trait and Nineteen Illustrations. 
Cloth, gilt edges. 

Glenwood; A Story of School 
Life. By Juua K. Bloompibld 
Crown 8vo. Seven Illustrations. 

Undeceived ; Roman or An- 
glican ? A Story of English Ritual- 
ism. Crown Svo. 

Self-Culture and Self-Reli- 
ance, under God the Means of Self- 
Elevation. By the Rev. W. Uns- 
WORTH. Crown Svo. 

Old Daniel 5 or, Memoirs of 
a Converted Hindu, with Descrip- 
tion of Village Life in India. By the 
Rev. T. HoDSON. Coloured Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., gilt edges. 



The King's Messenger ; or, 

Lawrence Temple's Probation. A 
Story of Canadian Life. By the 
Rev. W. H. WiTHROw, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. 

A Pledge that Redeemed 

Itself. By Sa rson. Author of ' Blind 
Olive,' etc Crown 8vo. Numerous 
Illustrations. Qoth, gilt edges. 
The Story of a Peninsular 
Veteran : Sergeant in the 43rd Light 
Infantry during the Peninsular War. 
Crown 8vo. 13 Illustrations. 

Rays from the Sun of Righ- 
teousness. By the Rev. Richard 
Nbwton, D.D. Crown 8vo. Eleven 
Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges. 

In the Tropics; or, Scenes 

and Incidents of West Indian Life. 
By the Rev. IabkeMarrat. Crown 
8vo., with Illustrations, &c. 

Climbing : A Manual for the 

Young who Desire to Rise in Both 

Worlds. By the Rev. Benjamin 

Smith. Crown 8vo. Sixth Edition. 

Our Visit to Rome, with 

Notes by the Way. By the Rev. 
John Rhodes. Royal i6mo. 
Forty-five Illustrations. 

Gems of Piety in Humble 
Life. By the Rev. T. H. Walker. 
Royal z8mo. Eight Illustrations. 

The Lancasters and their 

Friends. A Tale of Methodist Life. 
By S. J, F. Crown 8vo. 



MARK GUY PEARSE'S WORKS. 
Seven Voiumes^ Crown Zvo,, Cloth, Gilt Edges. Price v. 6d. each, 

z. — Daniel Quorm, and his Religious Notions. First 

Series. Fiftieth Thousand. 

2. — Daniel Quorm, and his Religious Notions. Second 

Series. Fifteenth Thousand. 
3. — Sermons for Children. Fourteenth Thousand. 
4. — Mister Horn and His Friends ; or, Givers and Giving. 

Sixteenth Thousand. 

5. — Short Stories: and other Papers. Fourth Thousand. 
6. — * Good Will ' : a Collection of Christmas Stories. 

Fifth Thousand. 

7.— Homely Talks. Fifth Thousand. 



PRICE TWO 
The Life and Times of Sir 

Walter Raleigh : Pioneer of Anglo- 
American Colonisation. By Charles 
K. True, D.D. Foolscap Svo. 
Sixteen Illustrations. 
Homes and Home Life in 
Bible Lands. By J. R. S. Cuppord. 
Foolscap Svo. Eighty Illustrations. 



SHILLINGS. 
The Great Apostle; or. 

Pictures from the Life of St. Paul. 
By Rev. Jabez Marrat. Foolscap 
Svo. aS Illustrations and Map. 

Martin Luther, the Prophet 
of Germany. By the Rev. J. Shaw 
Banks. Foolscap Svo. 13 Illustra- 
tions. 



PRICE TWO SHILLINGS-^m/iM«^^. 



Hid Treasures, and the 

Search for Them : Lectures to Bible 
Classes. By the Rev. J. Hartlbv. 
Foolscap 8vo. With rrontispiece. 

Youthful Obligations. Illus- 
trated b^ a large number of Appro- 
priate Facts and Anecdotes. Fcap. 
8vo. With Illustrations. 

Eminent Christian Phil- 
anthropists. Brief Biographical 
Sketches, designed especially as 
Studies for the Young. By the 
Rev. Gborgs Maunder. Fcap. 
8vo. Nine Illustrations. 

The Tower, the Temple, and 

the Minster : Historical and Bio- 
graphical Associations of the Towei 
of London, St. Paul's Cathedral, 
and Westminster Abbey. By the 
Rev. J. W.Thomas. Second Edition. 
Foolscap 8vo. i^ Illustrations. 

The Stolen Children i Fcap. 

8vo. Six Illustrations. 



The Prisoner's Friend : The 
Life of Mr. James Bundy, of Bris- 
tol. By his Grandson, the Rev. W. 
R. Williams. Foolscap Bvo. 

Peter Pengelly; or, «True 
as the Clock.' By T. J. Wrav. 
Crown 8vo. Forty Illustrations. 

My Coloured Schoolmaster, 

and other Stories. By the Rev. 

H. Blbbv. Fcap. 8vo. Five IDustns. 

Female Heroism and Tales 

of the Western Wor 1 d. By the Rev. 
Henry Blebv. Foolscap Bvo. Four 
Illustrations. 

Capture of the Pirates : with 

other Stories of the Western Seas. 
By the Rev. Henry Blsby. Fcap. 
8vo. Four Illustrations. 

Adelaide's Treasure, and 

How the Thief came Unawares. 
By Sarson, Author of * A Pledge 
that Redeemed Itself' etc. Four 
Illustrations. 



PRICE BIQHTEENPENCE. 
* Little Ray* Series. Reyali^mc, 

Little Ray and Her Friends, j Ned's Motto; 

By Ruth Eluott. Five lUustns. 

The Breakfast Half-Hour. 



Addresses on Religious and Moral 
Topics. By the Rev. H. R. Burton. 
Twenty-five Illustrations. 

Gleanings in Natural His- 
tory for Young People. Profusely 
Illustrated. 

Broken Purposes; or, the 

Good Time Coming. By Lillib 
Montfort. Five page Illustrations. 
The History of the Tea-Cup; 
with a Descriptive Account of the 
Potter's Art. By the Rev. G. H. 
Wedgwood. Profusely Illustrated. 

The Cliftons, and their Play- 

Houis. By Mrs. Cosslett. Seven 
Page Illustrations. 

The Lil3rvale Club and its 

Doings. By Edwin A. Johnson, 
D.D. Royal i6mo. Seven Page 
Illustrations. 

The Bears' Den. By £. H. 

Miller. Six Page Illustrations. 



or, Little by 

Little. By the author of * Faithful 
and True,* 'Tony Stan's Legacy.' 
Six Page Illustrations. 

A Year at Riverside Farm. 
B^ E. H. Miller. Royal z6mo. 
Six Page Illustrations. 

The Royal Road to Riches. 
ByE. H. Miller. Fifteen! llustns. 

Maude Linden; or, Work- 
ing for Jesus. By Lillib Mont- 
port . Four Illustrations. 

Oscar's Boyhood; or, The 
Sailor's Son. By Daniel Wise, 
D D. Six Illustrations. 

Summer Days at Kirkwood. 

By E. H. Miller. Four lUustns. 

Holy-Days and Holidays ; 
or. Memories of the Calendar for 
Young People. By J. R. S. Cuf- 
ford. Numerous Illustrations. 

Talks with the Bairns about 
Bairns. By Ruth Elliott. Illus. 

My First Class : and other 
Stories. By Ruth Eluott. Illus. 



' Wee Donald* Series, 



An Old Sailor's Yam : and 

other Sketches from Daily Life. 

The Stony Road : A Talc of 

Htmible Life. 

Stories for Willing Ears. 
For Boys. By T. S. K. 



Stories for Willing Ears. 

For Girls. By T. S. E. 

Thirty Thousand Pounds: 

and other Sketches from Daily Life. 

*Wee Donald': Sequel to 
• Stony Road.' 



PRICE EIGHTEENPENCE. Foolscap 8cv. StrUs. 



Three Indian Heroes : the 

Missionary ; the Soldier ; the States- 
man. By the Rev. J. Shaw Banks. 
Third Edition. Numerous lllustns. 

David Livingstone, Mission- 
ary and Dbcovsrcr. By the Rev. 
J. Marrat. Fifteen Page lllustns. 

In the Tropics ; or, Scenes 

and Incidents of West Indian Life. 
By the Rev. J. Marrat. Crown 
8vo. Illustrations and Map. 

Columbus; or, The Dis- 
covi ly of America. By George 
CtJFiTT. Seventeen Illustrations. 

Cortes; or, The Discovery 

and Conquest of Mexico. By 
George Ct bitt. Nine 1 llustrations. 

Pizarro; or, The Discovery 

and Conquest of Peru. By George 
CuBiTT. Nine Illustrations. 

Granada ; or, The Expulsion 

of the Moors from Spain. By 
George Cubitt. Seven Illustrations. 

James Montgomery, Chris- 
tian Poet and Philanthropist. By ^ 
Rev. J Marpat. Eleven lllu<:tns. 

The Father of Methodism. 
A Sketch of the Life and Labours 
of ihe Rev. John Wesley, A.M. For 
Young People. By Mrs. Cosslett. 
Second Edition, enlarged. Forty- 
five Illustrations. 

Old Truths in New Lights. 

Illustrations of Scripture Truth for 
the Young. By W. H. S. Numerous 
Illustrations. 



Chequer Alley: A Story of 
Successful Christian Woik. By the 
Kev. Fredekick W. Briggs, M.A. 
Eleventh Edition. 

The Englishman's Bible : 
How he Got it, and Why he Keeps 
it. By Rev. John Boves, M.A. 
With Thirteen I llut rations. 

Home : and the Way to 
Make Home Happy. By the Rev. 
David Hay. With Frontispiece. 

Helen Leslie ; or, Truth and 
Error. By Adeune. With Fron- 
tispiece. 

Daniel Quorm, and his Re- 
ligious Notions. First Series. Cheap 
Edition. 

Daniel Quorm, and his Re- 
ligious Notions. Second Series. 
Cheap Edition. 

Building Her House. By 

Mrs. R. A. Watson. Five Illus- 
trations. 
Rays from the Sun of Righ- 
teousness. By the Rev. R. Newton. 
Eleven Illustrations. 

Memorials of Miss Hannah 
Ball, of High Wycombe: the First 
Methodist Sunday School Teacher. 

A Methodist Pioneer : The 

Labour-- of John Smith, including 
Notices of the Early Histoiy oi 
Methudism in the North of Ireland. 
By C. H. Crook>^hank. M.A. 

A Pledge that Redeemed 
Itself. By S arson. 

Davy's Friend; and other 
Stories. By Jennie Perrbtt. 



PRICE ONE SHILLING AND FOURPENCE. 

The Boatman's Daughter. A Narrative for the Learned and 
the Unlearned. By the Kev. A. Barrett. Fcap. 8vo. With Frontispiece* 

PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
RoytU i6mo, Cioik, gUt Uttered, 



Ancient Egypt : Its Monu- 
ments, Worship, and People. B> 
the Rev. Edward Lightwood. 
Twenty-six lUustraiions. 

Vignettes from English His- 
tory. By the Rev. James Yeames. 
From the Norman 'Conqueror to 
Henry IV. 1'wenty-three lllustns. 

Lesrons from Noble Lives, 
and otticr Stories. Thirty-one Illus- 
trations. 



Margery's Christmas Box. 

By Kuth Elxjott. Seven lUusts. 

Stories of Love and Duty. 

For Bojrs an'* G*rls. 31 Illustus. 

No Gams without Pams : A 
True Life for the Boys. By H. C. 
Knight. Six Illustration*. 

Peeps into the Par North: 
Chapters on Iceland, Lapland, and 
Greenland. By S. E. Scholbs. 
Twenty-four lUustratioos. 



PRICE ONE SBlLLlNG-^amtmued, 



The Railway Pioneers; or, 

The Storv of the Stephensons, 
Father said Son. By H. C Knight. 
Fifteen Illustrations. 

The Royal Disciple : Louisa, 
Queen of Pnissia. By C. R. Hurst. 
Six Illustrations. 

Tiny Tim : A Story of Lon- 
don Life. Founded on Fact. By 
F. HoRNSR. Twenty-two Illustns. 

John Tregenoweth; His 
Mark* By Mark Guy Pbarsb. 
Twenty-five Illustrations. 

•ni Try'; or, How the 
Farmer's Son became a Captain. 
Ten Illustrations. 

The Giants, and How to 
Fight Them. By Dr. Richard 
Nbwton. Fifteen Illustrations. 

The Meadow Daisy. By 

LiLUB MoNTFORT. Numerous Illus- 
trations. 

Robert Dawson ; or. The 

Brave Spirit. Four Page Illustns. 

The Tarnside Evangel. 
By M. A. H. Eight Illustrations. 



Rob Rat ; A Story of Barge 
Life. By Mark Guy Pbarsb. 
Numerous Illustrations. 

The Unwelcome Baby, 

and what Became of Him ; with 
other Stories of noble lives Early 
Consecrated. By S. Ellbn Grb- 
GORY. Nine Illustrations. 
Jane Hudson, the American 

(>irl. Four Page Illustrations. 

The Babes in the Basket ; 

or Daph and her Charge. Four 
Page Illustrations. 

Insect Lights and Sounds. 
By J. R. S. Clirford. Profusely 
Illustrateri 

Leaves from aMissionHouse 
in India. By Mrs. Hutcheon. 
Royal i6mo. Price is. 

The Jew and His Tenants. 
ByA.D Walkkr. Illust. 

The History of Joseph : for 
the Young. By the Rev. T. Champ- 
NBss. Twelve Illustrations. 

The Old Miller and His Mill. 
By Mark Guy Pbarsb. Twelve 
Illustrations. 



Incidents in my Bible-class : Records of Successful Toil in 
Senior Bible-class Teaching. By C R. Parsons. Foolscap 8vo. Price is 

William the Silent, Prince of Orange. A Biop^raphical 
Sketch. By the Rev. J. W. Thomas. Foolscap 8vo. With Portrait. 

Life on the Waves ; or, Memorials of Captain George 

Leonard. By the Rev. A. Langlby. With Illustrations. x8mo. 



PRICE NINEPENCB. 
Imperial ^^md, ClalA, Illuminated, 



X. The Wonderful Lamp; and 

other Stories. ByRuTuELUOTT, 

Five illustrations. 
a. Dick's Troubles ; and How He 

Met lliem. By Ruth £lljott. 

Six Illustrations. 

3. The Chat in the Meadow : and 

other Stories. By Lillib Mont- 
fort. Six Illustracions. 

4. John's Teachers : and other 

Stories. By Lillib Montfort. 
Six Illustrations. 

5. Nora Grayson's Dream ; and 

other Stories. By Lillib Mont- 
fort. Sev«n lUustratioos. 



6. Rosa's Christmas Invitations ; 

and other Stories. By Lilub 
Montport. Six Illustrations. 

7. Ragged Jim's Last Song; and 

other Ballads. By Kuward 
Bailby. Eight Illustrations. 

8. Pictures from Memory. By 

Adblinb. Nine Illustrations. 

9. The Story of the Wreck of the 

' Maria Mail Boat : with a 
Memoir of Mnt. H incksman, the 
only Survivor. Illustrated. 

zo. Passages from the Life of 
Heinrich Stilling. Five Page 
Illustrations. 



PRICE NINEPENCE-CtfiK/fMH^^. 



ti. Little ftnd Wise : The Ants, 
The Conies, The Locusts, and 
The Spiders. Bv the Rev. W. W. 
Nbwton. Twelve Illustrations. 

It. Spoiling the Vines, and For- 
tune Telltng. By the Rev. W. 
W. Nbwton. Eight Illustrations. 

The Kingly Breaker, Concern- 
ing Play, and Sowing the Seed. 
By the Rev. W. W. Nbwton. 

The Fatherly Quide, Rhoda, 
and Fire in tvk Soul . By the Rev. 
W.W. Newton. Twelve Illnstns. 

Short Sermons for Little Peo- 
ple. By the Rev. T. Champnbss. 
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x6. Sketches from my Schtmlroom. 

Four Illustrations. 
17. Mary Ashton ; a True Stoiy 

of Eighty Years Ago. Four 

Illustrations. 
x8. The Little Prisoner; or the 

Story of the Dauphin of France. 

Five Illustrations. 
19. The Story of an Apprentice- 
ship. r>y the Rev. A. Langlky. 
ao. Mona Bell ; or, Faithful in 

Little Thmgs. 
ax. Minnie NeilBon*s Summer 

Holidays, and >¥hat Came of 

Them. 
St. After Many Days. 



PRICE EIQHTPENCE. 

The whole of the Twenty-two Ninepenny boolps {ut a^cve) are sold in 
Limp Qodi at Eli^tnence each. 

The following are all in Cloth, gilt edges. 



Precious Seed,anil Little Sowers. 

i8mo. Foar Illustrations. Gilt edges. 
f anie : A Flower from South 

Africa. BytheRev.R.LAiiPLOUGH. 

z8mo. With Portrait. 
Freddie Cleminson: The Brief 

Story of a Blessed Life. By the 

Rev. T. M'CuLLAGH. iSmo. With 

Portrait, etc. 
Soon and Safe : A Word to the 

Young Folks. By the Rev. Simpson 

Crump. x8mo. Illustrations. 
Christianity Compared with 

Popery : A Lecture. 



By 



Death of the Eldest Son. 

Cesar Malan. 
Emily's Lessons ; or, Chapters 

in the Life of a Young Christian. 
Fragments for Young People. 
History of Joseph. By Agnbs 

fiULMER. 

Jonathan Saville*s Life. By the 

Rev. F. A. West. 
The Sunday Scholar's Guide. By 

the Rev. J. T. Bark. 
Ancass, the Slave Preacher. 
Bernard PAlissy, the Huguenot 

Potter. 



PRICE SIXPENCE. 
Ciotk, rOumtnaUd, and Coloured FronH^iece, 



X. 
a. 



6. 

7- 
8. 

9* 
xo. 

XI. 

xa. 
13. 
14. 



A Kiss for a Blow: Stories 

about Peace and War. 
Louis Henrie; or, The Sister's 

Promise. ^. . 

The Giants, and How to Fight 

Them. By Dr. R. Nbwton 
Robert Dawson; or, the Brave 

Spirit. 
Tane Hudson, the American 

Girl. 
The Jewish Twins. 
The JBook of Beasts. Illust. 
The Book of Birds. Illust. 
Proud in Spirit. 
Althea Norton. 
Gertrude's Bible Lesson. 
The Rose in the Desert. 
The Little Black Hen. 
Martha's Hymn. 
Nettie Mathieson. 
The Prince in Disguise. 



The Children on the Plains. 
The Babes in the Basket. 
Richard Harvey; or, Taking 

a Stand. 
Kitty King : Lessons for Little 

Girls. 
Nettie's Mission. 
Little Margery. 
Margery's City Home. 
The Crossing Sweeper. 
Rosy Conroy's Lessons. 
Ned Dolan's Garret. 
Little Henry and his Bearer. 
Little Woodman and his 

Dog Caesar. 
Johnny : Lessons for Little 

Boys. 
Pictures and Stories for the 
Little Ones. 
31. A Story of the Sea ; and other 
Incidents. 



xg. 

90. 

ax. 
aa. 
23. 
■4. 

Vs. 

3: 

ag. 
30 



The above are sold in Ornamental Stiff Covers at Fourpknce each, 

WESLETAN CONFEEENCE OFFICE, 
2, Castlb-Strebt, Citt-Eoavs amd 86, Patebvostxb-Sow. 
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